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TO THE RIGHT HONOURABLE 

LI O N E L 

£ARL OF DORSET AND MIDDLESEX. 



V T looks like no great compliment to 3ioar Loitllhip, 
, that I prefix your name to this opiftie ; when» in the 
Preface, I declare the hook is publiihed almoft againft 
my inclination. But, in all cafes, my Lord, you have 
an hereditary right to whatever may be called mine. 
Many of the following pieces were written by the com* 
mand of your excellent father; and moil ai the reft, 
■under his {>rote£iion and patronage. 
. The particular felicity of your birti), my Lord ; tlie 
natural endowxiients of your mind, which , without fuf* 
•picion of flattery, I may tell you, are very great ; the 
good education with which thefc ^^arts have l)ccn im- 
■proved ; and your coming into the world, and fecijig 
men very early; make us expeft from your Loidfliip 
all the good, which our hopes can form in favour of a 
youngnoblcman. " Tu Marcellus eris — " Our eyes 
and our hearts are turned on you. You muft be a 
judge and mafler of polite learning ; a friend and patron 
to men of letters and merit; a faithful and able coun- 
icllor to your prince; a true patriot to your country; 
Vol. L B wi 
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an ornament and honour to the titles you pofTefs ; and^ 
in one word, a worthy fon to the great Earl of Dorfct. 

It i^'as ffnpoflrble to mention tliat name, wkliout de- 
firtng to commend the perfon; as it is to give him the 
comittendatione which his virtues dcferved. But I 
aiTufe myfelfy the mod agreeable com{>liment I can 
bring your Lordfhip, is to pay a grateful refpeft to your 
father's memor/: and my own obligations to him wer» 
fuch, that the world mull pardon my endeavouring ac 
his chara6^er, however I may mifcarry in the attempt. 
- A thoufand omaments.and graces met in the compo*^ 
fition of fkis great man, and contributed to -make him' 
univcrfally beloved and cfteemed. T\\e figure of hia 
body was flrong, proportionable, beautiful : and were 
his pifturc wtM drawn, it muft defervc the praifc given 
to the portraits of Raphael ; and, at once, create lovi 
and refpeft. While tlie greatnefs of his mien informed 
men, they were approaching the nobleman } the fwcet^ 
ncfs of it invited them to come nearer to the patron. 
There was in his look and gefhire fomething that is 
more eafily conceived than defcribed ; that gained «poir 
you in his favour, before he -f pake one word. His be* 
haviour was eafy and courteous to all ; but diilinguifhed 
and adapted to each man in particular, according to bis 
flation and quality. His civility was free from the 
formality of rule, and flowed immediately from hit 
good fenfe. 

Such were the natural faculties and (Irength of his 
mind, that he had occafion to borrow very little from 
education ; ami he -owed tliofe advantages to his own 

.good 
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parts^ which others acqvlre by ftudy and imita- 
tion. His wit was abundant, noble, bold. Wit in 
noft writers is like a fountain in a garden, fupplied by, 
feveral ftreams brought through artful pipes, and play- 
ing fometimes agreeably. But the earl of Dor(et*s was 
afource riiing from the top of a mountain^ which forced ■ 
its own way, and with incxhauftible fupplies delighted, 
and enriched the country through which it paiTed., 
This extraordinary genius was accompanied with fo 
true a judgement in all parts of fine learning, that, 
whatever fubjc^l was before him, Ive difcourfed as pro-^ 
perly of it, as if the peculiar bent of his fludy had bcci\^ 
applied tluit way : and he pcifc6tcd his judgement 1^ 
i;pading and digefling the bed authors, tliough he quoted, 
them very feldom. - 

• ** Contcmncbat potius litcras, quam nefciebat:** ' 

and rather fecmcd to draw his knowledge from his own' 
ftores, than to owe it to any foreign affiftance. 

The brightncfs of his parts, the folldity of luijudgcn 
ment, and the candour and generolity .of his temper, 
diflinguifhed him in an age of great polltcncfs, and at 
a court abounding with men of the fineft fcnfc and^ 
learning. The nioft eminent mafters in their feveral 
ways appealed to his determination. Waller thought 
it an honour to confult him in the foftnels and har- 
jnony of his verfe : antl Dr. Sprat, In the delicacy and 
turn of his profc. Dryden determines by him, under 
the chara£ter of Eugenius, as to the laws of dramatlck 
poetry* Butler owed it to him, that the Court tailed liis 
B js Hudlbras r 
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Hudibras r Wycherlcy, that the Town liked liis PJam 
Dealer : and the late duke of Bfud^ingiiam deferred to 
publifli his Rchcarfal, till he was fupe (as he exprelfed it) 
that my lord Dorfet would not rehearfe upon him again. 
If we wanted a foreign teftimony j La Fontaine and 
St. Evremond have acknowledged) that he was a perfeft 
mailer in the beauty and finenefs of their language, and 
of all that they call les Belles Letres. Nor was this 
nicety of his judgement confined only to books and 
literature ; but was the fame in ilatuary, painting, and 
all other parts of art. Bermini would have taken hisr 
opinion upon^the beauty and attitude of a figure; and 
king Charles did not agree with Lely, that my lady 
Cleveland's pi£hxre was finiihed, till it had the appxD* 
bation of my lord Buckhurft. 

A$ the judgement which he made of others writings 
could not be refuted, the manner in which he wrote 
will hardly ever be equalled. Every one of his pieces 
is an ingot of gold, intrinHcally and folidly valuable ; 
fuch as, wrought or beaten thinner, would ihine through 
a whole book of any other author. His thought was 
always new ; and the expreflion of it fo particularly 
happy^ that every body knew immediately it could 
only be my lord Dorfct's : and yet it was fo eafy too^ 
that every body was ready to imagine himfelf capable 
of writing it. There is a luflre in his verfes, like that 
of the fun in Claude Lorrain's landikips : it looks na- 
tural, and is inimitable. His lovc-verfcs have a mix- 
ture of delicacy and flrength : they convey the wit of 
Fctronius in the fofcnefs of Tibullus. Hi:> fatirc indeed 

is 
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Is fo feTerely pointed^ thft in h he appears^ what hit 
gicat ifMiid the earl of Rocheiler (that other prodigy 
of the age) fays he was, 

^ The beft good man, with the worfl-natnrM mufe f ** 
yet even here, that charaftcr may juftly be applied to 
him, which Pcrfius gives of the bcft writer of this kind 
that ever lived, 

** Omne vafer vitium ridenti Flaccus amico 
« Tangit, Sc admiflus circum prascordia ludit :" 

and the gentleman had always fo much the better of the 
fatirift, that the pcrfons toached did not know where 
to fix their refentments ; and were forced to appear ra- 
ther aihamed than angry. Yet fo far was this great 
autlior from valuing himfelf upon his works, that he 
cared not what became of them, though every body 
elfe did. There are many things -of his not extant in 
writing, which however are alwa3rs repeated : like the 
verfes and fayings of the antient Druids, they retain an 
univerfal veneration, though they are preferved only by 
SKmory* 

As it is often feen, that thofe men who are leafl qua* 
lified for bnfinefs love it moft; my lord Dorfet's cha- 
jwS^t was, that he certainly underllood it, but did not 
cace for it. 

Coming very young to the pofleiCon of two plentiful 
cfUtes, and in an age when pleafure was more in faihion 
than buiinefs, he turned his parts rather to books and 
converfation, than to politicks and what more imme- 
^tely related to the publick. But, whenever tlie fafety 
B3 ^^ 
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•of fnt ^tocmtry demanded hfs alTiftance, he readily en^ 
«ered loto the mod z&ive parts of life ;■ and underwent 
the greatefl dangers, with a conftancy of mind, whick 
%ewedy that he had not cmly read the rvles of philo- 
sophy^ but undcrflood the pra£iiceof them» 
. In the firfl Dutch war, he went a volunteer under the 
duke of York : his behaviour, during that campaign^ 
was fuch, as didinguifhcd the Sackville defcended from 
tha^ Hitdebrand of the name^ who was one of the 
grcatieft captains that came into England \Vith the Con- 
ff^cror. But his making a fong the night before the 
.engagement (and it was one of the prettieft that ever 
■was made) carnes with it £0. fodate a prcfence of mind* 
and fuch an unuiiial gallantry, that it defesve^ as mvch 
no be recorded, as Alexander's, jefting wkh his foldiei;? 
before he palled the Granicus ; or William the Firft of 
.Orange, giving orders over-night for a battle, and de- 
firing to be called in the morning, k£k lie ihould happen 
'to flceptoolong. 

From hence^ during the remaining part of king 
Charles's reign, he continued to live in honourable Jei- 

• fure. He was of the bed-chamber to the king, and 
-pdrefTednot only his mafter's favour,, hut (in a gveit 
-degree) his fanMliarityf never leaving the court, but 

when he was fcnc to that of France, on . ibme ihort 

• commiilions and embaflies. of consplimcnt : as if the 

• king dcfjgncd to flicw the French (wlio would he 

• thought the polkeft nation) that one of the fincH: gei- 
tlemcn in Euroj^c was his fubjc6k ; and that we had a 

3 prince 
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f^nce who 'nndcrftood his worth fo wfll> as not to 
iixifcr him to be long out of his prefence. - 

The fucceeding reign neither reliihed my lord's wit, 
sior apfproved his maxims : fo he retired altogether from 
court. But, as the irretrierable mifhikcs of tliat un^ 
happy government went on to threaten the nation with 
jbroething more terrible than a Dutch war> he tlioughc 
it became him to refume tlie courage of his youth, and 
once more to engage lumfelf in defending the liberty of 
ius country. He entered into the prince of Orange's 
intereil; and carried on his pan of that great cntcr- 
-priie here in London^ and under the eye of the court » 
jynththe fame refoludon^as liis friend and fellow-patriot, 
Ibe late jduke of Devonthire» did in open arms at Not- 
. gingham; till the dangers of thofc times encreafcd to 
extremity, and jud apprehenrx)n8 aroA: for the fafcty of 
the princcfsy our prefent glorious queen : thvn the eai I 
jof Dorfet was tliought tlic propercil guide of her nc- 
jixffkry flight, and tlie peHbn under whofe courage and 
*dirc£tion the nation roiglu mofl i'afely truil a charge fo 
:pvccious and important. 

' After the cftablifliment of their late majeilies upon 
.the. thnme,, there was room again at court for men of 
my lord's character. He had a part in the councils of 
rthdfe .pHQces> a grtat fharc in their fricndfhip, and all 
.the marks of diftin£kion with which a gootl govern- 
ment could reward a patriot. He was m;uk: chamhot- 
ibia of their majefties houfclwld ; a place wliich he fo 
eminently^ adorned by the grace ol his pcribn, tlu; 
finenefb of liis breeding, and the knowledge amd pr.u:- 
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tic* of wliat was decent and magnificent, that lie coulcl 
only be rivalled m theie qualifications by one gnsx mao^ 
who has (ince held the fame ftaff. 

The laft honk>ttrs he received from, his fovereign (and 
indeed they were tTNi greateA which a fubje^b could re-* 
ecive) were, that he was made knight of the garter^ 
and conftitiKed one- of the regents of the kingdom, 
dnring his majedy's abfence. But his health, about 
that time, fen(>bly decUmng> and the pubHc afiairs not 
threatened by any imminent danger, he le& the bufineft- 
to thofe wha delighted more in the flate of it, and ap^ 
peaAd only fometimes at council, to ihew his iefpe£t 
to the commifljon ; giving as much leifure as he could 
to the relief of thofe pains with which it pleafed God 
to affli6i him ; and iadul^ng the reflefiions- of a miiuV 
that had looked tlirough the world with too piercing an- 
cye,, and was grown weary of the profpe6L Upon the 
whole,^ it may very juftly be faid of this great man, with, 
regard to the publick, that through the courfe of his 
life he a£^ed like an able pilot in a long voyage;, con*- 
tcntcd to fit quiet in the cabin, when the winds were 
allayed, and the waters fnnooth; but vigilant and ready 
to rcfume the helm, whea the florm arofe^ and the fe% 
grew tumultuous. 

I aik your pardon, my Lord, if I look yet a Iktks 
more nearly into the late lord Dorfct's charafler : if fi 
examine it not without fome intention of finding faulty 
and (which is an odd way of making a. panegyric}, iec 
his blemiihes and imperfections in open view* 

Tht 
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The dre of his youth carried him to £oxnt exce£Ks § 
but they were accompanied with a mbfl lively invendcm^ 
and true humour. The little violences and eaTy nuibkes 
of ^ night too gayly fpent (and that too. in die begin^ 
ning of liltt> were atwftys fet right the next day» with* 
great humanity, and ample retribution^ Hit faults. 
brought dieir excufe with them ; and his very failings, 
bad their beauties^ So much fweetnefs accompanied 
what he faidv and io great generoiity what he did, that 
people were alwayv prepofleiied in his favour : and it 
was in fa& trucy. what the late ^afl of .Rqchefler faid 
in jeft to king Charlcsy that he did not know UHv it 
was, but my lord Dor&t might d» any thing, yet wat^ 
never to blame. 

He. was naturally vtvy fubjeft to paiHoni bucthe^ 
fliort guft was foon over, and ferved only to. fet off. the 
charms of his temper,, when more compofed. That 
%pery paffion broke out with a forge- of wit, whicb^ 
made even anger agreeable : while it lailed,. he fsudaad 
forgot a thoufand things, which other men would have 
been glad to have fhulied and wrote; but the impe- 
tuoiity was corre£bd upon a moment's^ieHe^on, and 
the meafure altered with fuch grace and delicacy, tha& 
you could fcarce pcroeive where the key wa» changed. 

He was very fharp in his refl6£kions $ but never in th& 
wrong place. His darts were fure to wound ; but they. 
were fure too to hit none, but tbofe whofe follies gavo^ 
Bim very fair aim.. And,, when he allowed no quarter^ 
fie had certainly l)cen pcovoked by more than cemmon' 
error; by men's tedious and circumflantial reoiuls of 

ibfiit 
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their sflairt ) or by their multipHed queflions sbovit his 
own I by extreme ignorance and impertinence ; or tbd 
mixture of thcfe, an ill-judged and nevcr-ccaling civi- 
lity ; or, laftly, by the two things which were his uctes 
ttverfiofty the xnfinuation of a flatterer, and the whifpcv 
of a tale-bearer. 

If therefore wc fct the piece in its worft pofition, if 
its faults be mod expofed, the ihades will (Hll appear 
Very finely joined with their lights, and every imper- 
fb£tion will be diminiihed by the lufbre of fbme neigh- 
bouring virtue. But, if we turn the great drawings and 
Vronderful ooloorings to their true light, the whole 
inuil appear beautiful, noble, admirable. 

He poiTcfTed all thofc virtues, in the highest degree, 
«ipoh which the pleafure of fociety, and the happinefs 
^f life depend : and he exercifcd them with the greatpft 
<kcency, and bed manners. As good-nature is faid, by 
li great ^autkor^ to belong more partkukirly to tlic 
Englifh, than any other nation ; it may again be faid^ 
that it belonged more particularly to the lace earl of 
Dorfet, than to any other Englifhman. 

A kind huiband he w»» without fbndnefs | and aa 
^dulgent father, without partiality. So extraordinary 
good a mailer, that this quahty ought indeed to have 
%een numbered among his defc£b ; for he was often 
fenred worfe than became his Aation, from hn unwillh 
'ingnefs to affume an authority too fcvere. And* du^ 
■ring thofe little tranfports of pathon, to which I jull 

* Sprat, 

now 
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■fJjml r ascrr iv ul. insr. a^-. Uk- €«»». MRuac ci^ 

fis^aiitL «rs' odi o: tin lafi. tiur c^vt: u5 accun)- 
pjc cd tiiL t^iL iiDUt'^kcemnr v: «r. iMieislh bduk 
■tax. ^-Trctxiux TCieD^i: c: i:. wiucik umiic even* «kk 
CT iiii pueit' titiok ^:xBK^ «: mmbc: aih: or ftliiM»- 
fiSTice, mukii hKWOL Uaar. uk suuut > ifa^ipiiAliiK <«- 
■cbuac ^D aiam- mm: tu^. iixan. v.iK) uat: imc uMhsm 
IDXE artftK. tJbi. uiti. iuul. 

In iii u::^iiji|^' Vii-.i. cxitcrs : ttis caiT auii cv>&«nit. 
du: r-.-^- man Ijsoiilc luive ln^tltic. was^ luciu ti«a! \au 
wcy&k ^im; i»c iibc. dcvct llrcr s coun : Utc yH^^cae^: 
aBdcniiirr, wnii wiiicb tht> iufnoc u'as au«intaki«n^ 
wmiA. convince you iK ncvei haci iivcil twt Ml iMIC. 

He wa: To firlct an oMcncr ot his \nmi« ilwir wm 
caniKieratioT: v. iiattnrer couK! maiwc luin Uvak m : vci 
fo catr.ious. kiT ilie merit of his «^ flittukl arik lr«Mt 
tiizt y'jlijratior t-nlr, that In: utuallv tUtI the i»pwiu<1 
favours, wiiiicmt making any pevious prumifc. Ik» 
ioriolabjc was he in itis fiicmilhip, ami lu kimi ti> the 
ciisractcr of iltoic whom he liad onoc iKNunnml with 
a more iDiimutc accjuaincance, that nuthin|> kt> than a 
• (Innonltration of fame cfiential fank csouki make him 
break with tliem ; and then too, his gootl-naUHV tbtl 
not confenc to it, without the grcateft vcIufUtav atiil 
difficulty. I^t me give one tnftancc of thiii amimf't) 
many. "When, as lord chamberhin, he xva» i>lilif:rd lo 
'tike the king^s pcrfion from Mr. Drydcn, whu ha*! 
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iong before put himfelf out of a poilibility of receiving 
any favour from die court ; my lord allowed him an 
eqctivaleiity out of hit own eftate. However difpleafed 
with the conduct of his old acquaintance, he relieved 
his oeoeflities; and, while he gave him his ailiftance in 
private, in public he extenuated and pitied his error. . 

. The foundation indeed of thefe excellent qualities^ 
-«nd the perfe£Uon of my lord Dorfet'a charafiqr, was 
thxLt unbounded charity wliich ran throu^ the whole 
teoour of his life, and fat as vifibly predominant over 
the other faculties of his foul, as (he is faid to do ia 
•heaven above herfificr-virtues. 

Crouds of poor daily thronged his gates, -expe£^it^ 
thence their bread i and were itiU leileued by his fend- 
ing the moft proper obje^b of .^js bounty to apprentice- 
ihips or hofpitais. The lazy and die iick,. as he acci- 
. dentally faw them, were removed from the fbcttt to 
die phyfician ; and many of them not only reflored $o 
health, but fupplied with what might enable them to 
lefume their former callings, and make their future Hie 
happy. The prifoner has often. been releafed, by my 
lord's paying the debt; and the condemned has been 
faved, by his intercddion with- die fovereign, where he 
diought the letter of the law too rigid. To thofe whofe 
circumftances were fuch as made them afhamed of their 
poverty, he knew how to beftow liis munificence, with- 
out offending their modefly ; and» under the nodon of 
frequent prefents, gave them what -amounted to a fub- 
• fificnce* Many ycc aUrc know diis to be true ; though 
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Ir told it to none, nor ever was more unesfy than when 
any one mentkmed it tohim. 

We may find, among the Greeks and Latins, Tibul* 
ks and Gallus, ' the noblemen that writ poetry; Au* 
guftus and Maecenas, the pn»te£h>rs of learning; 
Ariilidety the good citizen^ and Atticuct the well« 
bred friend : and bring them, in, as examples of my 
lord Dorfet's wit, his judgement, his juitice, and his 
civility. But for his charity, my Lord, we can fcarce 
find a parallel in hiAory itfelf. 

Titus- was not more the *^ deliciae humani generis,^ 
on this account, than my lord Dorfet was. And, with- 
out any exaggeration, that prince did not-do more good 
in proportion out of the revenue of the Roman empire, 
thn your father out ^ the income of a private eftate. 
Let tiiis, my Lord, remain to you and your polkrity «> 
poCTeifion for ever ; to be imiuced \ and, if poiRble, to 
be excelled. 

As to my own particular, I fcarce knew what life 
wu, fooner than 1 found myfelf obliged to his favour ; 
nor have had reafon to foel any forrow fo feniibly as 
that of his deatlv—* 

*• Hie dies— quem Temper acerbum 

^ Semper honoratum (fie Dl voluilHs) habebo." 

JEneas could not refle£k upon the lofs of his own 
Cither with greater piety, my Lord, than I mud recall 
the memory of yours .- and, when I think whofe fon I 
am writing to, tlie leail I promife myfelf, from your 
goodncfs, is an uninterrupted continuance of favour, and 
^ a fricnU* 



iMi HED I CAT f O N.: 

4 fticndfliip for liife. To which that I may with foi^f 
juftice incitlc myfclf, I fend 3K)ur Lordlhip a dedicaciun,. 
not filled with a long detail of your praifes, but with 
ray'fincereft wiihes that you may dcfwrve them; that* 
you may employ thofe extraordinary parts and abilities^ ; 
with which Heaven has blelTcd you, to the honour of 
your family, the benefit of your friends^ and tlie good 
of your country ; tl)iac all your a£liOns may be great, 
open, and noble, fudi as may tell the world wliofe fon 
and whofe fuccclTor you are. 

' What I now offer to your Lordihip is a colle£iion 
of poetry, a kind of garland of good-will. If any 
vcrfes of my writing ihould appear in print under ano- 
ther name and patronage than that of an Earl of Dorfet, 
people might fufpofl them not to be genuine. I have 
sittained my prefent endj if chefe poems prove the diver- 
ilon of fome of your youtliful hours, as they have been 
occafionally tlie amufement of fome of mincj and I. 
humbly hope, that, as I may hereafter bind up my fuller • 
ibeaf, and lay ibme pieces of a very different nature 
(the produ6): of my feverer fhidies) at your Lordibip's 
feet, I fhall engage your more ferious reflcdkion :♦ 
happy, if in all my endeavours I may contribute to 
youjc delight, or to your inflru£iion. 

I am, with all duty and rcfi^e^V, 
WfyLo*d, 

Your Lordfhip's 
moft obedient, and 

moft humble fcrvant, 

*MAT. PR I Oil.- 
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PREFACE.. 

•t* H E greatcft part of what I have written having 
been abready publifhed, either fingly or in fome of 
the Mifcellanies, it would be too late for me to make 
any* cxcuTe for appearing in print. But a colle£lion o^ 
poems has lately apJ)eaTed under my name) thouglt 
without my knowledge, in which the publi(hcr has 
given me the honour of fome things that did not belong 
to me ; and has transcribed others fo imperfectly, that 
I hardly knew tlicm to be mine. This has obliged me, 
in my own defence, to look back upon fome of thofe 
lighter ftudies, which I ought long fmce to have quit- 
ted ; and to pubUfh an indifferent colledlion of poems, 
for fear of being tlK)ughtthc author of a worfe. 

Thus I beg pardon of the publick for re-printing 
fome .pieces, which, as tliey came fingly from their firfl: 
impFcilion^ have (I fancy} lain long and quietly in 
Mr. Tonfon's fliop ; and addinjg othcirs to them, which 
were never l^cfore printed, and might have lain as 
<iuiet]y, and perhaps more fafcly, in a corner of my 
own iludy. 

The reader will, I hope, make allowance for their 
having been written at very diftant times, and on very 
different occafions ; and take tliem as they happen to 
tome. J^blic panegyricks, amorous odes, ferious re* 
fle^oas^ or idle tales, the produdk of liis kifure hours^ 

who 
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who had tniiincfs enough upon his hands^ and was ool^ 
a poet by accident. 

I own fnyfe^ much obliged to Mrs. Singer, who has 
given me leave' to print a paftoral of her writing; that 
poem having produced, the verfes immediately following 
it. I wifli ihe mi^t be prevailed with to publifli fomp 
other pieces of that kind, in which the foftnefs of her 
feX) and the finenefs of her genius, confpire to gtV6 
iicr Ji very diiUnguiihing charadkec 
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POSTSCRIPT. 

T M U ST help my preface by a poftfcript, to tell the 
•■• reader that there is ten years diftance between my 
writing one and the other; and that (whatever T tJioughc 
then, and have fomcwhere faid, that \ womIu puolifli no 
more poetry) he will find feveial copies ot verics icar- 
icrcd through this edition, which were nc^t printed in 
the firft ThoCc relating to the pui)iick f»and in rlic 
order they did before, according to the Icveral years ia 
which they were written ; however the difpofition of 
our national attairs, the a6iions or the fortunes of fome 
men, and the opinions of others, may have changed. 
Profc and other human things may take what turn they 
can ; but poetry, wliich pretends to have fomething of 
divinity in it, is to be more permanent. Odes one* 
printed cannot well be altered, when the author has 
already faid that he expefts his works fhould live fo?: 
ever : and it had been very foolifh in my friend Horace, 
if, fome years after bis " Exegi Monumentum," he IhouW 
have defired to fee his building taken down again. 

The Dedication likewife is re-printed, to the earl of 
Dorfet, in the foregoing leaves, without any alteration ; 
though I had the faireft opportunity, and the {brongeft 
inclination, to have added a great deal to it. The 
blooming hopes, which I faid the world expe£led from 
my then very young p^roD, have been confirmed by 
cVoL^L C mod 
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inoft noble and cUftinguiflied firfl-fruits ; and his life » 
going on towards a plentiful harveft of all accumulated 
virtuesr Hd has, in fa6i:, exceeded whatever the fond- 
nefs of my wiOies could invent in his favour : his 
equally good and beautiful lady enjoys in liim an indul- 
gent and obliging huibandj his children, a kind and 

'careful father; and liis acquaintance, a faithful, gene- 
rous, and polite friend. His fellow-peers have attended 
to the pcrfu^iion- of hts eloquence ; and have been con- 
vinccd by the folidity of his reafoning. He has, long 
fincc, ddferved and attained the honour of the garter. He 
has managed fome of the greateft charges of tlie king- 
dom with known ability ; and laid-them down with entire 
diiintereflment. And as he continues the cxercifes of 
ihcfe eminent virtues (which that he may to a very oW 
agej ihall be my perpetual wifli), he may be one of the 

. greateft men that our age, or polFibly our nation, has 
bred; and leave materials for a panegyrick, not un- 
worthy the. pen of fome future Pliny. 

From fo noble a fubject as the earl of Dorfet, to fo 
mean a one as myfelf, is (I confcfs) a very pindaric 
tranfition : I ihall only fay one word, and trouble the 

'reader no further. I pwbHfted my poems formerly, as 
Monfieur Jourdain fold his f^k : he would not be 
thought a tradcfman; but ordered' fome pieces to be 
meafured out to his particular friends. Kow-I give up 
iny;fhop, and difpofe of all my poetical goods at once : 
I muft therefore defire, that the publick would pleafe 
to take them in thfe grofs ; and that every body would 
-n over idnt he does not like. ^,- 

P O E Mi 



V O EM S 

By Mr.. P R I O R. 

Gn Exodus lii. 14. ** I am that I am.'* 

AN ODE. 

Written 1688, as an Exercifc at St. John's College, 
Cambridge. 

I. 

fur A N ! foolifli roan ! 

Scarce know'ft thou how thyfelf began ; 
Scarce haft thou tliought enough to prove thou art { 
Yet, fteePd with ftudy'd boWnefs, thou dar'ft try 
To fend thy -doubting reafon*s dazzled eye 
Through the myfterious gulph of vaft immenfity. 
Much tliou canft there difcern, much tlience impart. 
Vain wretch ! fupprefs thy knowing pride ; 
Mortify thy learned luft. 
yam arc tty thioughts, while thou thyfelf art duft. 

' C a II. U- 
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11. 

'<Let wit her fails, her oars let wifdom lend ; 
The helm let politic ejcj^rience guide : 
Yet peafe to hope^thy ihort4ivM bark ijjtzl] ride 
Down fpreading fate's unnavigable tide. 
What though (lill it farther tend. 
Still 'tis farther fro|n its^end ; 
Andy in the bofom of that boundlefs fea, 
;Still finds its error lengthen with its way. 

ur. 

.AVith daring pride and infolent delight, 
Your doubts refolv'd you boaft, your labours crown'd;; 
And, "E Y P H K A ! your God, forfooth, is found. 
-Jncomprehenfiblc and infinite. 
But is he therefore found ? Vain fearcher ! no : 
Let your imperfc6l definition fhow. 
That notliing you, the weak definer, know. 
IV. 

Say, why fhould the collected main 

Itfelf witliin itfelf contain r 
Why to i^s caverns -Should it fometimes creep. 

And with delighted filence fle^p 
On the lov'd bofom of its patent deep ? 

Why ihould its numerous waters flay 
In comely difcipline, and fair array. 
Till .winds and tides exert their high commands 

Then, prompt and ready to obey^ 

Why do the rifing furges fpread 
Their opening ranks o*er earth's fubmiilive head, 
Marchmg through different paths to different lands'? 

y. Why 
4 
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V. 

Why does the conftant fun 
With meafur'd ftcps his radiant journies run ? 
Why does he order the diurnal hours. 
To leave earth's other parr, and rife in ours > 
Why does he wake the correfpondent moouy 
And fill her willing lamp with liquid light. 
Commanding her mth delegated powers 
To beautify the world, and blefs the night } 

Why does each animated flar 
Love die juft limits of its proper fphere ? 

Why docs eadi confenting fign 

With prudent harmony combine 
In turns to move, and fubfequent appear, • 
To gird- the globe, and regulate the year? 

VI. 
Man does with dangerous cudofity^' i 

Thefe unfathom'd wonders try : 
With fancied rules and arbitrary laws 
Matter and niotion he reflrain:?; 
And iludicd lines and fi^ious circles draws : 

Then with-inaagin'd fovcreignty 

Lord of his new hypothecs he reigns. 

He reigps : how long ? till fomc ufurper rife,; .> 

And he too, miglity thoughtfu)> mighty wife. 

Studies new lines, and other circles feigns. 

^rom tliis lad toil again what knowledge flows? 
Jufi as much, perhaps^ asihows 
Tiiat all his predecefTor's rules 

W^crc empty can^ all jargon of the fchiools? 

C3 That 
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long before put hiEafelf out of a poflibility of receiving 
any favour from die court ; my lord allowed him an 
equivaleiity out of hit own eftate. However difplealed 
with the conduct of his old acquaintance, he relieved 
his neoeflities; and, while he gave him his ailHbmce in 
private, in public he extenuated and pitied his error. . 

. The foundation indeed of thefe excellent qualities^ 
-and the perfe£Uon of my lord Dorfet's charaficr, was 
that unbounded charity wliich ran through die whole 
teoour of his life, and fat as vifibly predominant over 
the other faculties of his foul, as (he is faid to do in 
'heaven above her fiiler-virtues. 

Crouds of poor daily thronged his gates, expe£^it^ 
thence their bread; and were itill leileued by his fend- 
ing die moft proper objedb of .1^ bounty to apprendcf- 
ihips or hofpitais. The lazy and the iick,. as he acci- 
' dentally faw them, were removed from the fbeet to 
the phyfician ; and many of them not only reflored $o 
health, but fupplied with what might enable them to 
lefume their former callings, and make their future life 
happy. The prifoner has often. been releafed, by my 
lord's paying die debt; and the condemned has been 
faved, by his interceilion with- the fovereign, where he 
thought the letter of the law too rigid. To thofe whofe 
circumftances were fuch as made them afhamed of their 
poverty, he knew how to beftow his munificence, with- 
out offending their modefly ; and, under the notion of 
frequent prefents, gave tliem what amounted to a fub- 
fiiUnce. Many yec alive know diis to be true ; diough 
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lie told it to noncy nor ever was more useafy tban wfaca 
any one mencioaed it tahim* 

We may find, among the Greeks and Latins, Tibul* 
lus and Gallus, 'the noblemen that writ poetry $ Avh 
guftus and MaecenaSf the praoeflors of learning i 
Ariitidesy the good citizen f and - AtticiUy the wcll« 
bred friend : and bring them- in> as examples of my 
lord Dorfet's wit, his judgement, his Jullice, and his 
•ivility. But for his charity, my Lord, we can fcarce 
£nd a parallel in hiflory itfelf* 

Titus- was not more the ** deliciae humani genens,** 
on this account, than my lord Doriet was. And, with* 
out any exaggeration, that prince did not'do more good' 
in proportion out of the revenue of the Roman empirCf 
than your father out c^ the income of a private eftaHr. 
Let this, my Lord> remain ta you and your pc^rity •> 
poCTefHon for ever ; to be imiuted j and, if poifiUe,^ to 
lit excelled. 

As to my own particulxr, I .fcarce knew what life 
was, fooner than I found myfelf obliged to his favour i 
nor have liad reafon to feel any fonow fo feniVbly as 
that of his death—* 

** Hie dies — qucm Temper accrbum 

** Semper honoratum (fic Di voluiftis) habebo.'* 

^neas could not rtfit€t upon the lofs of his own 
father with greater piety, tny Lord, than I muft recall 
the memory of yours : and, when I think whofe fon I 
am writing to, the lead I promife myfelf, from your 
goodnefs, is an uninterrupted continuance of favour, and 
5 a fricacU 
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4 friendfiitp for life. To wkicli that I may with fofhe^ 
juftice intitle myfclfy I fend your Lordihip a declicatiuny. 
not filUd with a long detail of your praifes, but with 
my finccreft wiihes that you may dcfwrve them; that: 
you may employ thofe extraordinary parts and abilities^ : 
witli whidi Heaven has bleiTcd you, to the honour of 
your family, the benefit of your friends, and tlie good 
of your country ; tliat all your a6lions may be great, 
open, and noble, fuch as may tell the world whofe fon 
and whofc fuccellor you are. 

' What I now offer to your Lordihip is a colle£tton 
of poetry, a kind of garland of good-will. If any 
vcrfes of my writing ihould appear in print under ano> 
tiher name and patronage than tliat of an Earl of Dorfet, 
people might furpQ£): tlicm not to be genuine. I have 
attained my prcfent end, if diefe poems prove the diver* 
iion of fome of your youtliful hours, as they have been 
occafionally tlie amufement of fome of minej and I. 
humbly hope, that, as I may hereafter bind up my fuller 
iheaf, and lay ibme pieces of a very different nature 
(4iie produ6): of my feverer fhidies) at your Lordibip's 
feet, I fhall engage your more ferious rcflc6^ion :< 
happy, if in all my endeavours I may contribute to 
you^ delight, or to your inftru6Vion. 

I am, with all duty and rcfjK^V, 
My Lord, 

Your Lord (hip's 

moft ol)edient, and 

mod humble fcrvant, 

MAT. P R I OH.* 
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•t^HE greatcft part of what I have written having 
been abready publiihed, either Hngly or in fome of 
the Mifccllanies, it would be too late for me to makQ 
anycxcuTe for appearing in print. But a colle£kion oi 
poems has lately ap{>eared under ifiy haraej though 
without my knowledge, in which the publiflicr has 
given me the honour of fome things that did not belong 
to me ; and has tranfcril^ed others fo imperfeftly, that 
I hardly knew tliem to be mine. This has obliged me, 
in my own defence, to look back upon fome of thofe 
lighter fludies, which I ought long 4lnce to have quit- 
ted ; and to publifii an indifferent colle6lion of poems, 
forbear of being tliought the author of a worfe. 

Thus I beg pardon of the publick for re-printing 
fome .pieces, which, as tliey came fingly from their firfl: 
imprelllon, have (I fancy) lain long and quietly in 
Mr. Tonfon's ifaop $ and adding othcirs to them, which 
were never before printed, and might have lain as 
<}uiet]y, and perhaps more fafcly, in a corner of -my 
own ftudy. 

The reader will, I hope, make allowance for their 
having been written at very diftant times, and on very 
different occafions ; and take them as they happen to 
xomc, Public panegyricks, amorous odes, ferious re- 
flc^lions, or idle tales, the product of liis Icifurc hours, 

wl\<^ 
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who had huiinefs enough upon his hands^ and wa$ otif 
a poet by acddent. 

I own myfelC much obliged to Mrs. Singer, who has 
given mtf leavc'to print a paftoral of her writing j that 
poem having produced.the verfes immediately following^ 
it. I wi(h ihe might be prevailed with to publifii fom^s 
other pieces of that kind, in which the foftnefs of her 
leX) and the jfinenefs of her genius, confpire to give 
hajL very diiUnguifhing chara^bec 
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POSTSCRIPT. 

T M U ST help my preface by a poftfcript, to tell the 
■■• reader that there is ten years diftance between my 
writing one and the other,* and that (whatever I tjjoughc 
then, and have fomewhere faid, that I wn-Ju pui/.ifli no 
wore poetry) he will find feveral copies o\ verier icar- 
icrcd through this edition, which were n(.'r printed in 
the firft Thofc relating to the pui)Jick fiaiid in tltc 
order they did before, according :o the icveral years ia 
which I hey were written ; however die difpofition of 
our national affairs, zht a6iions or the fortunes of fome 
men, anil the opinions of others, may have changed. 
Profc and other human things may take what turn they 
can ; but poetry, which pretends to have fomething of 
divinity in it, is to be more permanent. Odes oncft 
printed cannot well be altered, when the author has 
already faid that he cxpefts his works ihould live fo|r 
ever : and it had been very foolifli in my friend Horace, 
if, fome years after his " Excgi Monumentum," he IhouW 
have defired to fee his building taken down again. 

The Dedication likcwife is re-printed, to the earl of 
Dorfet, in the foregoing leaves, without any alteration ; 
^ugh I had the faireft opportunity, and the flronged 
inclination, to have added a great deal to it. The 
blooming hopes, which I faid the world expelled from 
my then very young p^itroD, have been confirxncd by 
cVoL. L C mod 
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inoft noble and didinguiihed firfl-fruits ; and his life is 
going on towards a plentiful harvefl of all accumulated 
virtues^ H<i. has, in hGt, exceeded whatever the fond- 
nefs of my wifiies could invent in his favour : his 
equally good and beautiful lady enjoys in him an indul- 
gent and obliging hulband; his children, a kind and 
'Careful father; and liis acquaintance, a faithful, gene* 
Tous, and polite friend. His fellow-peers have attended 
to the pcrfuafiott of hb eloquence ; and have been con- 
vinced by the folidity of his reafoning. He has, long 
fince, d6ferved and attained the honour of the garter. He 
has managed fome of the greateft charges of the king- 
dom with known ability ; and laidthem down with entire 
difintereflSnent. And as he continues the cxercifcs of 
ihcfe eminent virtues (which that he may to a very oW 
age, ihall be my perpetual wifli), he may be one of the 
. greateft men that our age, or polFibly our nation, has 
bred; and leave materials for a panegyrick, not un- 
worthy the: pen of 'fome future Pliny. 

From fo noble a fubject as the earl of Dorfet, to fo 
mean a one as myfelf, is (I confcfs) a very pindaric 
tranfition : I ihall only fay one word, and trouble the 
• reader no further. I pnbltflied my poems formerly, as 
Monfieur Joordain fold his fiik : he would not be 
thought a tradefman; but ordered' fome pieces to be 
raeafurcd out to his particular friends. Nowsl give up 
jny;ihbp, and difpofe of all ny poetical goods at once : 
I muft therefore defire, that the publick would pleafe 
to take them in thfe grofs ; and that every body would 
cum over what he does not like. 

POEMS 
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V O E M S 

By Mr. P R I O R. 

• On Exodus ill. 14. **^ I am that I sun.** 

AN ODE. 

Written 1688, as an Exercife at St, John's College, 
Cambridge. 

I. 
-jur A N ! fooHfh man ! 

"Scarce know'ft thou how thyfelf began j 
Scarce haft thou thought enough to prove thou art { 
Yet, fteel'd with ftudy'd boWnefs, thou dar'ft try 
To fend thy -doubting reafon's dazzled eye 
Through the myfterious gulph of vaft imtncnfity. 
Much thou canft there difccrn, rouch tlience imparr. 
Vain wretch ! fupprefs thy knowing pride ; 
Mortify thy learned luft. 
VAin arc tty thioughts, while thou thyfelf art duft. 

* C a II. Ur 
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II. 

'« Let wit her fadls, her oars let wifdom lend ; 
The helm let politic exf^rience guide : 
Yet peafe to hc|)athy ihort4tv'd bark fk^i] ride 
Down fpreading fate's unnavigable tide. 
What though ftill it farther tend. 
Still 'tis farther fro|n its^ end ; 
And, in the bofom of that boundlefs fea, 
.jStill finds its error lengthen with its way. 

ur. 

AVith daring pride and infolent delight, 
Your doubts refolv'd you boaft, your labours crown'd*^ 
And, "E Y P H K A ! your God, forfooth, is found, 
Jncompreheniiblc and infinite. 
But is he therefore found ? Vain {earchcr ! no : 
Let. your imperfcft definition fhow, 
That nothing you, the weak definer, know. 
IV. 

Say, why fhould the coUcfted main 

Itfelf within itfelf contain r 
Why to ixs caverns Aould it fometimes creep, 

And with delighted filence deep 
On the lov'd bofom of its pacent deep ? 

Why Ihould its numerous waters Aay 
In comely difcipline^ and fair array, 
TiU winds and tides exert their high command -f 

Then, prompt and ready to obey, 

Why do the rifing furges fpread 
Their opening ranks o'er earth's fubmi (five head. 
Marching tlirough different paths to different lands ? 

V. Why 
4 



V. 

Why docs the confbnt fun 
With meafur'd ftcps his radiant joumies run ? 
Why does he order the diurnal hours. 
To leave earth's other part, and rife in ours f 
Why does he wake the correfpondent nioou* 
And fill her willing lamp with liquid light. 
Commanding; her >^h delegated powers 
To beautify the world, and blefe the night ? 

Why does each animated flar 
Love the juft limits of its proper fphere ? 

Why docs eaeli confcnting fign 

With prudent harmony combine 
In turns to move, and fubfequent appear, • 
To gird- the globe, and regulate the year? 

VI. 
Man does with dangerous cudoiity'* i 

Thcfe unfathom'd wonders try : 
With fancied rules and arbitrary laws 
Matter and naotion he reftrainsj 
And iludied lines «nd fi^ious circles draws : 

Then wlth-imagin'd fovcreignty 

Lord of his new hypothcfis he reigns. 

He reigps ; how long ? till fomc ufurper rife.j .. 

And he too, mighty thoughtful> mighty wife. 

Studies new lines, and other circles- feigns. 

f r©ui this lad toil again what knowledge fiows? 
Juft as much, perhapj^ aslhows 
Tliat all his predeceflbr-s rules 

Were empty cant, all jargon of the fchioolsj 

C3 That 
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That he on t'other's niin rears his throne ; 
And fliows his friend's miftake, and thence confirms lii$-; 
own. .... 

■ vm ■ 

On earth, in air, amidft the feas and ftie5>" 
Mountiatnous heaps df wonders rife j 
Whofe towering ffrength will ne^cr fubmit 
To reafon's batteries, or the mines of wit : 
Yet ftill inquiring, {till rtiiftaken man, 
Each hour repuls'd, each hour dares onward prefs ; 
And, leveling at God his wandering guefs 
(That feeble engine of his reafonihg war, 
Wliich guides his doubts, and combats his'defpair),. 
Laws to his Maker the Icarn'd wretch can give : 
Can bound that nature, and prefcribc that will, 
Whofe pregnant word did either ocean fill : 
Can tell us whence all beingis are, and how they mov^ 
and live. 
Through either ocean, foolifh man ! 
That pregnant word fent forth again, . 
Might to a world extend each atom there ; 
For every drop call forth a fea, a lieaven for every ftar« 
VIII. 
Let cunning earth her fruitful wonders liidc ; 
And only lift thy daggering reafon up 
To trembling Calvai*y*s aftoniflxM top ; 
Then mock thy knowledge, and confound thy pride,. 
Explaining how Perfcftion fuffbr'd pain, 
Almighty languifli'd, and Eternal dyed : 
How by her patient viflor death was (Iain ; 
. And earth prophan'd, yet blcfs'd, with Dcicidc. 

The* 
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ne£ dbvft vim ^ «nr boa&cd iiAimrtj okwb* 
OE^TDs^mwL CaKaaaOaec 

Ma^ ibr &xbbcixii koowkfl^ bmr; 
Weep oor niy S.-aroc'& and th} body*^ cva; 

Dnsa myk^, tbat tkw mwrfi nue ; 
TokndLiDlksvcD, fe ikbnd tt> ail k:k«r. 

XX. 
Thca Faidi, £ar Safim^s gfimmfTii ig lactic, iuitt ^«» 

J3cr muBSMsau puJ^RacQvc ; 
And Graces pitieiiGe Natmcs lfl& xeixievc.: 
Then tby exuivea'd iaml iudl ice. 
That all the roluxaes oi Fliikfaphy* 
Widi all tii^ cxkBomcot^ sever could isveot, 

Sopolinc an iofinuDcniv 
To reach the HcavcD of UeareiiBy the High Abodc^ 
Wheie Mo£» places Ins m jfienous God, 
As was the ladder which old Jioob xear*d. 
When light divine had human daricnefs Glear*d i 
And his enlaig'd ideas found the road, 
Wiiich Faith had dieted, and Angels trod* 

Coniiderat'ions on Part of the 88th Psalm. 
A COLLEGE EXErRCISE.. iS^o. 

I. 

TT E A V Y, O Lord, on mc thy judgements lic^ 

Accurll I am, while God rcjf£ii my cry. 
O'erwhehii'd in ciarknefs and dcf^air 1 groan j 
Anu every place U hell ^ f<Qr Go<i is gone. 
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O ! Lord, arifc, snd let thy be«ms controul 
Thofc horrid clouds, that prefs my frighted foul : 
Save the poor wanderer from etemad night. 

Thou tliat art the God of Light. 
IL 

Downward I haflen to my deftin'd place ; 
There none obtsun thy sud, or fmg thy praife. 
^Soon I ihall lie in death's deep ocean drown'd: 
Is mercy there } or fweet forgivenefs found ? 
O izre me yet, whilft on the brink I ftand ; 
Kebuke the florm, and waft my foul to land. 
Q let her reft beoeath thy wing fecurc. 

Thou tfiat art the <5od of Power. 

in. 

Behold the prodigal f to thee I come, 
Tq hail my father, and to feek my home. 
Nor refuge could I find, nor friend abroad. 
Straying in vice, and deftitute of God. 
O let thy terrors, and my anguiih end ? 
Be thou my refuge and be thou my friend : 
Receive the fon thou didft fo long reprove. 

Thou that art the God of Love. 

To the Rev. Dr. F. Turn n e r, Bifliop of El y; 
who had advifed aTranflation of Prudent lus. 

T F poets, ere t^ey cloath'd their infant thought, 
•*• And the rude worjt to juft perfe6^ion brought. 
Did ftill feme god, or godlike man invoke, 
Whole mighty name their facrcd filencc broke : 

Your 
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Your goodnefsy Sir, will eaiily excufe. 

The bold requells of an afpiring Mufe | 

Who, with your blcffing would your aid implorcj 

And in her weaknefs juftify your power.—- " 

From your fair pattern ihe would flrive to write, 

And with unequal (brength purfue your flight ; 

Yet hopes, ihe ne'er can err that follows you. 

Led by your bleft commands, and great example too* 

Then fmiling and afpiring influence give. 
And make the Mufe and her endeavours live s 
Claim all her future labours as your due. 
Let every fong begin and end with you : 
So to the bleft retreat flie'U gladly go. 
Where the Saints' palm and Mufes' laurel grow ; 
Where kindly both in glad embrace flull join, 
And roimd your brow their mingled honours twine ^ 
Both to the virtue due, which could excel. 
At much in writing, as in living well.— 
So fliall flie proudly prefs the tuneful firings 
And mighty things in mighty numbers iing ; 
Nor doubt to (Irike Prudentius* daring lyre,. 
And humbly bring the verfe which you infpire« 

A P A s T o R A L. To the Bifliop of £ l y ; 
on his Departure ^m Cambridge. 

Damon. 
np ELL, dear Alexis, tell thy Damon, why 
'^ Doft thou in mournful fliades obfcurely lie } 
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Why dofl: thou figh, why ftrike thy pantiag bread? 

And ileal from life the needful hours of reft ? 

Arc thy kids ftary'd by winter's early firoft } 

Are any of thy bleating ftragglers loft ? 

Have ftrangers' cattle trod thy new-plough'd j;round^ 

Has great J-oanna^ or her greater ihepher-'., frown'd ^ 

AL&tis. 
See my kids browse, my lambs fecurely play : 
(Ah ! were their mafter unconcern'd as they I) 
No beafts (at nofon I look'd) had trod my ground; 
Nor has Joanfia^ or her fhepherd, frownM. 

Damon. 
Then ftop the lavifli fountain of your eyes, 
Nor let thofe fighs from your fwoln bofom rife ; 
Chafe fadnefs, friend, and folitude away ; 
And once again rejoice, and once again look gay» 

Albxis. 
Say what can more our tortur'd fouls annoy. 
Than to beliold, admire, and lofe our joy ; 
Whofc fate more hard than thofe who fadly run^ 
For the laft glimpfe of tlie departing fun ? 
Or what feverer fentence can be given. 
Than, having feen, to be excluded heaven } 

Damon. 
"None, fhepherd, none — 

Al. — Then ceafe to chide my cares ! 
And rather pity than rcllrain my tears ; 
Thofe tears, my Damon, which I juftly flied. 
To tliink how great my joys ; how foon they fled ; 

I tola 
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litold thee, friend, (now blcfs the fliepherd's name, , 

From whofc dear care the kind occafion came,) 

That I, even I, might happily receive 

The facred wealth, which Heaven and Daphnis give : 

That I might fee the loYcly awful fw«in, 

Whofe holv croiier guides our williag f^kin ; 

Whofe pleaitng power andrililing goodnefi keep 

Our fouls with iqual care as we our fiieep | 

Whofe praife exdtes cadi lyre,, employs each tongue t 

Whilil ODly he who caus'd^ diihkes the fong. 

To this great, humble, parting man I gain'd 

Accefs, and happy for an hour I rcign'd ; 

Hap|>y as new-form'd man in paradife^ 

Ere fin debiiuch'd hie inotfcnfive hhfs j 

Happy as heroes after battles won, 

Propiiets entranc'd, er monarchs on the tlirone; 

But (oh, my friend !) thofc joys with Daphnis flew t 

To tliem thefc tpibutary tears are due. 

Damx>n. 
Was he fa humble then ? thofe joys fo Vftft ? 
Ceaffe to admire that both fo quickly pAh. 
Too happy fliould we be, would fmiling fate 
IRender one blcffing durable and great ; 
But (oh the fad viciffitude !) how foon -^ 

Unwelcome liight fucceeds the chearful noon ; C 

And rigid winter nips the flowery pomp of June f j 
Then grieve not; fiiend, like you, flnce all mankind 
A certain change of joy and forrow find. 
Supprcfs your figh, your down-caft eyelids raife, 
Whom prefcnt yoii revere, him abfent puLvfc. 
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To the Countess of Exeter> 
playing on the Lute. 

"TTT HAT chtrms you have, from what high net 
^ ^ you fprung. 
Have bwOT the pleating fubje£b of my fong : 
Unikiird and young, yet fomething ilill I writ. 
Of Ca'ndiih* beauty join'd to Cecil's wit. 
But when you pleafe to Ikew the labouring Mufe» • 
What greater theme your Muiick can produce ; 
My babbling praifes I repeat no more. 
But hear, rejoice, (land iil^t, and adore. 

The Periians thus, firft gazing on the fun, 
Admir'd how high 'twas plac'd, how bright it ihone : ^ 
But, as his power was known,^ their thoughts were* 

iais*d ; 
J^nd foon they worfhip'd, what at firft they prsus'd. 

Elizafs glory lives in Spenfer's fong ; 
And Cowle/s verfe keeps fair Orinda young. 
That^is in birth, in beauty you excell, 
The Mufc might di6tate, and tlie Poet tell : 
Your art no other art can fpeak ; and you^ 
To (hew how well you play, mull play anew : 
Your muiick's power your mufick mud difclofe { 
For what light is, 'tis only light that fhows. 

Strange force of harmony, that thus controuh 
Our thoughts, and turns and fan^i£es our fouls i 
While with its utmoft art your fcx could move 
Our wonder only^ or at bed our love : 

You 
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You far above both thcfe your God did place. 

That your high power might worldly thoughts dc- 
ftroy; 
That with your numbers you our zeal might ratfe^ 

And, like Himfelf, communicate your joy. 
When to your native heaven you ihall repair. 
And with your prefence crown the bleflings there^ 
Your lute may wind its firings but little higher^ 
To tune their notes to that immortal quire. 
Your art is perfeft here ; your numbers do. 
More than our books, make the nide Atheifl know, 
That there's a'heaven by what lie hears 'below. 

As in fome piece, while Luke his (kill exprefl, 
A cunning angel came, and drew the reft : 
So when you play, fome godhead does imparc 
Harmonious aid, divinity helps art; 
Some cherub finifhes what you begun. 
And to a miracle improves a tune. 

To bumbg Rome, when frantic Kere played. 
Viewing that face, no more he had furve/d 
The raging flames ; but, (buck with flrange furprizc, 
Confefs'd them lefs than thofe of Anna's eyes : 
But, had he heai^.thylute, he fodi had found 
His rage eluded, and his crime aton'd : 
Thine, like Amphion's hand, had waK'd the flone, 
Andtxom defbru£tion call'd the riling town : 
Malice to mufick had been fort'd to ^eld s 
:Kor could he bum fo&f^ as thou ceuld'ft build* 
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On a'Pidure of Seneca dying in a B^tb* 
Jordain. At the Right Hon* the Earl 
:£xET£R'Sy at Burleigh-houfe* 

nrr H I L £ crual Nero only drains 

The moral Spaniard's ebbing veins. 
By iludy wornj and flack with age. 
How dull, how thoughtJcfs, is his rage ! 
^eighten'd Kitenge would he have tooK# 
He fhould h^vc burnt his tutor^s book ; 
And long have reign'd fupreme in vice : 
^One nobler wretch can only rife ; 
*Tis he whofe fury (hall deface 
■ The ftoic's image in tiiis piece, 
Tor while unhurt, divine Jordain, 
Thy work and S^nt^a's remain, 
He Aill has body, itiU has (ouU. 
And lives and fpsaks, reftor'd and whole* 
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• t. 
"^X7 H I L £ Wpoming youth and gay d^eligT^t 

^t otf thy rofy cheeks confcft. 

Thou halt, my dear,' uncloubted right 

To triumph o'er this deilin'd hreaft. 

My reafon bends to what thy eyes ordain ; 

Por I was bom to love, and thou to xeign* 

11. I 
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II. 
But would you meanly thus rely 

On power, you know, I muft obey? 
Exen a legal tyranny ; 

And do an ill, becaufe you may > 
Still muil I thee, as atheifts heaven, adore ; 
Not fee thy mercy, and yet dread thy power ? 
III. 
Take heed, my dear : youth flies apace ; 

As well as Cupid, Time is blind : 
Soon muil thofe glories of thy face 
The fate of vulgar beauty find : 
The thouiand Loves, that arm thy potent eve, 
Mufl drop their quivers, flag theif wings, and di«» 
IV. 
Then wilt thou (igh, when in .each f rpwn 

A hateful wrinkle more appears | 
And patting peeviih humours on. 
Seems but the fad eScd: of years : 
^Xindnefs itfelf too weak a charm will prove^ 
To raife the feeble fires of aged love. 
. V. 
Forc'd complimentSy and forinal bows. 

Will fliew thee jufl above n^glcSt : 
The heat «iih which thy lover glow$» 
WUl fettle into coki fefpc^ : 
A talking duU platomc I iliall turn : 
4.ejim to b&^iviJf wbtA I ce^fe tQ hwn^ 
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VL 

Then ihun the ill, and know, my dear, 

Kindhefs and conftancy will prove 
The only pillars, fit to bear 
So vaft a weight as that of love. 
If thou canftiwilh to make my flames endure. 
Thine muft be very fierce, and very pure. 
VII. 
Hade,- Celia, hafte, while youth invites. 

Obey kind Cupid's prefent voice j 
Fill every fenfe with foft delights. 
And give thy foul a loofe to joys : 
I,ct millions of repeated blifles prove, 
That rtiou all kindnefs art, and I all love. 
VUI. 
Be mine, and only mine j take care 

Thy looks, thy thoughts, thy dreams, to guide 
To me alone ; nor come fo far. 
As liking any youth befide : 
What men-^'er court thee, fly them, and believe 
They're I'crpents all, and thou the tempted Eve. 
IX. 
So fliall I court thy deareft truth. 
When "beauty ceafcs to engage j 
So, thinking on thy charming youdif 
I'll love it o*er again in age : 
So Time itfelf our raptures flxall improve. 
While dill we wake to joy, and live to love. 

M 
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An Epistce to Fleetwood Siyephard, Efq. 

\KT^ E N jcrowdiug folks, witli Arangc; ill- faces, 

^ ^ Were making legs, and begging plgccs> 
And fome with patents. Come with merit, 
Tir'd ojut my good lord Dorfet's fpirit : 
Sneaking I flood amongfl the crew, 
Defirin^ much to fpeak with yeu. 
J waited while the clock flmck thrice. 
And footman brouj^ht out fifty lies ; 
Till, patience vext, and legs grown weary, 
I uiought it was in vain to tarry : 
But did opine it might be better. 
By penny- poft to fend a letter; 
Now, if you mifs of this epiftle, 
I'm baulked again, and may go whidle. 
My buiinefs. Sir, you'll quickly guefs. 
Is to deiire fome little place ; 
And fair pret«nfions I have for 't. 
Much neied, aod very fmall defcrt. 
Whene'er I writ to you, I wanted ; 
I always bcgg'd, you always granted. 
Kow, as you took me up when little, 
<5ave me my learning and my vittlc ; 
Afk'd for mc, from my lord, things fitting. 
Kind as I 'ad been your own begetting ; 
Confirm what formerly you've given. 
Nor leave mc now at fix and feven. 
As Sunderland has left Mun Stephen* 
Vol, L d "^^ 
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No family, that takes a whelp 
Wh^n ^rft he bip^ wA £ca«ce can 3felp^ 
Ke^e6h or turns him out of gate 
^' When he's grown up to dog's cftatc f - 
Nor pariih, if they once adopt 
The fpnrious brats by fbt)lers dfopt. 
Leave thcfn, when grown up lufty fellows. 
To the wide world, that is, the gallows ? 
No, thank thpm for their love, that 's worfe. 
Than if tHfey 'ad throttled them at nurfe. 
My uncle, reft his foul ! wlien living, 
Might* have contrived me ways of thriving | 
Taught me with cyder to replenifh 
My vats, or ebbing tide of rhenifli. 
So when for hock I drew prickt white-wne. 
Swear 't had. the flavour, and was right wine. 
Or fent me with ten pounds to Fumi- 
vaVs inn, *to fotae good rogue-attorney ; 
Where now, by forging deeds, and cheating. 
I *ad found fome handfome ways of getting;. 

All this you made me quit, to follow 
That fncaking whcy-fac'd god Apollo ; 
Sent me among a fiddling crew 
Of folks, I *ad never feen nor kneWy 
Calliope, and God knows who. 
To add no more inve£tives to it. 
You fpoiVd the youth, to make a poet. 
In common 'juftice. Sir, there's no man 
That makes the whore, but keeps the woman. 

Among 
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Among ril. ]y>|ff(l cbnAiliil f«o^. 
Whoe'er breaks lii|ibf« miuntaias. die cripplo. 

The fum of «U X kftTC t!pi%» 
U, that yoi^'4 p«t 190 tafom^ way ; 
And your petitioner ih^l pray — 

There's 90^ thing mon I had almdft flipt. 
But that may do at vvell in j)oA4cript ( 
My friend Charles Mctntague's preferred ; 
!Nor would I have it long obfenr'd. 
That one moufe eats, wh^ t'dther 's^hurv'd. 



Another Ejpxstle to the fame. 



§ I R, Burleigh, May 14, lit^ 

A ^ 9nc(; a twdvf month to the pricfk, 
^^ "Hoi J at Rqo^c, l^er« aatichrift. 
The Spanilh king prefexxts a Jennet^ 
To fliew his love j — th^t *s all that '^ in it ; 
For if his hqUnefs wquld thump 
His reverend bum 'g^oA hprfets rump* 
He might h* e^uipt from his own fUble 
With one more wliitc, and eke more ablc^ 

Or as, with gqpdolas and men, his 
Gppd f^i^Qll^nce the dvike of Venice 
(1 wifli, for rhymc> *t h%d been the kingj 
Sails out,' and gives tlvp gwlph a ringj 
Wliich trick "of ftate, he wifely maintains. 
Keeps kindncfs yp 'twixt old ac(^uaintancc 
For elfc, in honcll trvjtli, the fca 
Has much lefs need of gold than he. 

D 1 ^^'i 



Or, not to rove, and pump one's fanqr* 
For popifh fiHiilcs beyond fea ; - 

As folks from mud-wall'd tenement 
Bring landlords pcppcr-com for rent ; 
'.Prefent a turke}^, or a hen^ 
To tliofe might l>etter fpare then* ten f • 
Ev*n fo, with all fubmifCon, I 
(For firft men inftancc, then apply) 
Send you each year a homely letter,. 
Who may return rae much a better*. 

Then take it, Sir, as it was writ, 
To pay refpeft, and not Ihew wit : 
Nor look alkew at what it faith; • 
There's no petition in Lc — 'faith. 

ilere fome would fcratch their heads, and try 
What they fhould write, and how, and why j. 
But I conceive, fuch folks are quite in 
Miftakes, in theory of writing. 
If oncer for principle 'tis laid, 
That thought is trouble to the head j 
1 argue thus : the world agrees. 
That he writes well, who writes with cafc-r 
Then he, by fequel logical, 
Writes beft, who never thinks at all. 

Verfc comes from heaven, like inward light j ' 
Mere human pains can ne'er come by 't ; 
The god, not we, the poem makes j 
We only tell folks what he fpeaks*. 
Hence, when anatomids difcourfe. 
How like brutes' organs are to ours; 

» , Tliey 
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7hey grant, if higher powers think fit» 

J!l bear might foon be made a wit $ 

And that, for any thing in nature. 

Pigs might fqueak loTe-odes» dogs^bark fatyr. ' 

Memnon, though ftone, was counted vocal ; 
But 'twas the god, mean while, that fpoke all. 
S.ome oft has heard a arofs haranguing, 
With prompting prieft behind the hanging: 
The wooden head refolv'd the quefHon } 
While you and Pettis helped the jefl on. 

Your crabbed rogues, that read Lucretius, 
Are againft gods, you know ; and teach us. 
The gods make not the poet $ h\xK 
The theiis, vice-verfa put. 
Should Hebrew-wife be underflood j 
And means, the .poet makes the god. 

Egyptian gardeners thus are faid to 
Have fet the leeks they after pray*d to ; 
And RomUh bakers praife the deity 
They chipp'd whik yet in its paneity. 

That when you poets fwear and cry. 
The god infpires } I rave, I die ; 
If inward wind does truly fwell yc, 
T mufl be the colick in your belly : 
That writing is but juft Uke dice. 
And lucky mains make people wife : 
That jumbled words, • if fortune throw Vm, 
Shall, well as Dryden, forma.poem; . 
Or mak^ aipeeoh,- contSt and witty. 
As you know who— at tbe^mmtttce. 

D 3 So 



So ato9is dandng raund die. ebzj&er^ 
Tkey urge^ made s^l tkingt at a ^dretitin«b 

Buty granting mttteis ihbrM be ijibktt ; 
By method^ rather diaa by luck i .. 

This may cofliiiie their yocu^r %le% 
Whom. Drydeh pedagogues at Villi's | 
But never could be iheanc to bye 
Authentic wits, like yoil and It 
For as young chtldren> vho arfe trSed hi 
Go-carts, to keep their fieps from Aidh^ $ 
When members knit, and legs gro^ ilcoBgeiv 
Make ufe.of fuch machine no longec) 
JBut leap pro lil^tltj and fcotit 
On horfe call'd hobby,, or without j 
So when at fchool we £ril declaim, 
Old Bufby walks us in a theme^ 
Whofe pr<»ps fupport our infant vein,. 
And help.the rickets in the brain : 
But, when oUE fouls their force dilafe^ 
And thoughts grow up to wit's eftate i 
In verfe or profe,. we write or chat, 
Not fix-pence matter upon what. 

'Tis not how well an author fays 5 
But *tis how much, that gathers praife. 
Tonfon, who is himfelf a wit, 
Counts writers' merits by the ibeete. 
ThusL each fiiould dcmrn with aU he thinkt^ 
As boys eat bread> to fill up chinks. 

Kind Sir, I fliould be glad to fee you | 
I hope y* ace well j fo God be wi' ycm t 

Was 
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Was all I thought at lirft to imtt | 
But things finct then ire tlter^^ qvite i 
Fancies flow in^ tnd Mufe iies high : 
So Okl knows ^ea iny«l«ck will lie $ 
I muft. Sir, prwtlte«i, as afore, 
And heg your ptM-dott yet thb ha1f4(o«i!. 

So at pure butt! df ksud Non-^con^ 
Where with tny graiMun I Ittve gcmfff. 
When Lobb had fifted ftH his text, 
And I well hcypM the pudding iiext ; 
** Now to «pply," has "plaguVi mc taore^ 
Than all his villain cant before. 

For your religion, firft, ctf her 
Your friends ^o favoury things 'avtr t 
They fay, fte's liDncft, as your clartt. 
Not four'd with oant, nor fhiintn'd wiA liittl^ 
Your chamber is the fole retreat 
Of chaplimis every Sunday nights 
Of grace, no doubt, n certun fign. 
When lay-man herds with man divine; 
For if their fanie be juftly great^ 
Who would nopDpifli nuncio tHeat; 
Thftt hk% is greater, we muft grant, 
Who will tieiit nuncio*^ proteftam. 
One fingle poiittve weighs more. 
You know, than negatives a feore. 

In poMlioks, I hear, you're ftanch, 
IMre^ly bent againft the French ; 
Deny to have your free-bom toe 
Dragooii*-d ttie « wdoden Ihoe : 

D 4 Kt^ 
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Are in no pbtt i but fuAj drive at 
The public welfare, in your privates 
And will for England's glory try 
Turk's, Jews, and Jefuits, to defy^ 
And keep your places till you die. 

For me, whom wandering fortune threw 
From what I lov'c), the town and you : 
T^t me jud tell you how my time is 
Paft in a counsry life.-^Imprimis, 
As loon as Phoebus' rays infpefil us, 
Firft, Sir« I read, and then 1 breakfafl $ 
So on, till forefaid god does fet, 
T fomctimes lludy, fometimes eat. 
Thus, of your heroes and brave boys. 
With whom old Homer makes fuch noife. 
The greateil aflions I can find. 
Arc, that they did their work, and din*d. 
The books, of which I 'm chiefly fond. 
Arc fuch as you have whilom conn'd j 
That treat of China's civil Jaw, 
And fubjc£t&' right in Golconda ; 
Of highway-elephants ac Ceylan, 
Thar rob in clans, like inen o' tV Highland ; 
Of apes that ftorm, or keep a town. 
As well almofl as Count Lauzun ; 
Of unicorns and alligators, 
Klk9, mermaids, mummies, witches, faty^s, 
And twenty other flranger matters ; 
'»Vhich, though tliey 'i-c things I Vc no concern in, 
/MhKc a!l our grooms admire my learning. 
I ' Criticks 
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Criticks I read on odicr meD, 
And hypers upon them again i 
From whofe remarks I gire qnnion 
On twenty books, yet ne'er look in one« 
Then all your wits that fleer and iham, 
Down from Don Qjiixote to Tom Tram $ 
' From whom I je(b and t)uns purloini 
And Aily put them off for mine : 
Fond to be thought a country wit t 
The reft— when fate and you think fit. 

Somedmes I climb my mare, and luck her 
To bottled ale, and neighbouring vicar ; 
Somedmes at Stamford take a qutit. 
Squire Shephard's health-^With all my heuu 

Thus, without much delight or gric^ 
I fool away an idle life : 
Till Sliadwell horn the town retires 
(Clvoak'd up with fame and ica-coai Toei), 
To blefs the wood widi peaceful lyrsk •• 
Then hey for praifc and paseiTnii: ; 
Juftice rcftor'd, and nauoci frttu 
And wreaths round WtLuc • ZM^igrx, , 
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Written in her MiltoD. fclt ix c*ie:rr- 

E E here how brirfit d,c e±<m - r^.-: l:r^ 
Afld hew the f.Tft foix 4nc »at ifiiswfc 
Such charming words, <mr TOins^jv, iwrjc .vmt. 
As Milton wiwc, andfiiAMymrr ,^^ 
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Yours, the beft copy -ttf A' ttHgtekl IkiCf 
Whofe beauty was txl ftttaAih li& tlte Midbk 
Such chams bo Mtat oc^lA tkh^ hAthb^ 
There *s no "Slrtiy lx> ^ fafe, butnottofe. 

To the La(^ Duasi^e v. On the fame Subject. 

TT ERE reading how fobd AdMi wt^ bett^y'd, 
•*^ And how by ftn Evc's bltdked diaai!i& ^cay'cl ; 
Our common k>ft utiju<Uy yott tMbpkih ; 
So fmittl tl)tft ptfrt of it^ which you fuftaifib 

You flilly f^r mother, in ytmr ofifsfffing trace 
The ftock of beauty dcftiti'd fot the race : 
Kind mature, forming them, the pettran tot^ 
From Heaveh'^s iitA work^ aitd £ve'< original lobk. 

You, happy faint, the ferpent's power centroul :* 
Scarce any a£hiai guilt defites your foul : 
And helLdoes^o'er that mind Tain triumph boafl^ 
Which gains a Heaven, for earthly Eden IdL 

With virtue ibrong as yours had Eve been arm'^ 
In vain the fruit had blufh'd, dr ferpent ckarm'd { 
Nor had our blrfs by penitence been bought i 
Nor had frail Adam fall'n, nor Milton wrote. 

• ' To my Ldrd BuckHiTitsTi very young, 
, playit^ with a Cat, 

np H E ambrotrs yotTth, whofe tender breaft 
'^ Wtfs hy his darlitig €*t pofleft. 
Obtain'^ ^ Venus his Mnty 
i Hovve'cr irregular liis fire : 

Nature 



Kature the power of lote obey'd. 
The cac became a falUiH^4iMld | 
Andy on tie htpp|^ change, the bf>f 
SjmfAofA kk vfondel: cfid hit joy. ' 

Take care, O beauteous child> take etitty 
Left thou prefer fo rafh a prayer r 
Nor vainly hdpe, the queen of Idvte 
Will e'er thy faVottiate*^s charms impity^. 
O quickly frofti her (hrine rWreilt; 
Or tremblt for thy tlarling's fate* 

The queen of love, who fbon will fe« 
Her own Adonis live in tliee, 
Will lightly het firft lofis ddplore 5 
Will eaiily forgive the boar : 
Her eye$ with tears no more will flow ; 
With jealous rage her breaft will glow t 
And, on her tabby rival*s face. 
She deep will mark her new diigrace. 

AN ODE. 

I. 
TTTHILE from our looks, iak nymph, you gucft 
^ ^ The fecret paffions of our mind ^ 
My heavy eyes, you fay, confefa, / 

A heart to love and grief incUn'd. 

11^ > 

There needs, alas I; but little art» 
To have this fatal fecret found ; 
With the fame eafe you tlurew the dart^. 
.*Ti8 certain you may (hew the wounds 

IIL How 
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III. 
How can I fee you» and not love^ 

While you as opening eaft are fair ? 
While cold as northern bkfts you prove. 

How- can I love, and not defpair ? 

The wretch in double fetters bound 
Your^wtent mercy may releafc : 

Soon, if my love but once were crown*d, 
Fair prophetefsy my giief would ceafe. 



A SONG. 

T N vain you tell your parting lover, 
* You wifli fair winds may waft him oven 
Alas ! what \wnds can happy prove, 
That bear me far from what 1 love ? 
Alas ! what dangers on the main 
*Can equal thofe that I fuilain, 
From flighted vows, and cold difdain ? 

Be gentle, and in pity choofe 
^o wifh the wildeft tempefts loofe : 
That, thvown again upon the coafl 
Where firft my fhipwreck'd heart was loft, 
~I may once more repeat my pain ; 
"Once more in dying notes complain 
^f flighted VOWS; and cold difdain. 



1 
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The Despairing Sh£Pheed» 

ALEXIS ihunn'd bis fvllow-fwains. 
Their rural fports, and jocund fhrains i 
(Heaven guard us all from Cupid's bow ^)' 
He loft lus crooky he left his flpck^ ; 
And, wandering through the lonely rock s> 
He nouriih'd endlefs woe. 

The nymphs and ihepherds round hiifn came t 
His grief fome pity, others blame ; 

The fatal caufc all kindly fcek : 
He mingled his concern with theirs ; 
He gave them back their friendly tears I . 

He (igh'dy but would nQt (peak. 

Clorinda came among the ref^ ; . 
And (he too kind concern expreft^ 

Aiid afk'd the reafon of his woe t 
She aik'dy but with an air and mien, 
That made it eafily forefeen. 

She fcar'd too much to know* . 

The fhepherd rais'd his mournfnl head ; 
And will you^ardon me, he faid. 

While I the cruel truth reveal ? 
Which nothing from my breaft fhould tear | 
Which never (hould offend your ear^ 

But that you bid liie telL 

. ...... •.. ;.... .. . .• ..rris 



'Tis thus I rove, 'tis thus complain. 
Since you appear'4 upon the plain $ 

Yb'u arc ihe caufe oiF all my tart : 
Your eyei» tfiix tbfRifrnd dan^^r? durf i > 

Te^.UiQvfcA4 tcyrpaems vex ray hw^s '- "- 

I^k>v«« an4 1 d^fpair* 

Too much, Alexlf, I Jiave heard : 
^Tis v^hat I thought j 'tis what I ftar'd? 

And yet I pardon you, ihe cried : 
Buj: jw fell prffffltfe, ©e'er again. 
To breathe your vo\>rs, orfpesjc yp^r psjint 

lie bow'd, qb^y'd* ^d difuL 

To die Boiu Chakli* M^ntagve, £fi|. 

afterwwds £arl of Halitax. 

I. 

TT O W E ' fe R,' 'as well, thsjt while ma^i^ 
-*• ■*' Througli fete's pc<?ver(c qiasj^idev cr?r«. 
He can imagin'd ]pkafures find^ 

To combal againfl real caces« ■ .^ 

ii. 

fancies and notions he purfues, 

Which.iift'^4 h94 h^iog httt tuthcjwglM;; 

Bach, Ifke the Omn^aB anifte w<^^ 
The image he \m(^yi im W¥WS|i^ 

Agamft expcf|pp9C} he W»«VOf { ; 

He argues againft d^fQ^ig^ftpfl^jx^j^ . ^ ^^,^ 
Pleas'd, when his reafon he deceives ; 
* And fcts his judgement bv hi« ^liflAoii. 



IV. 

The hoary fboly ^W mapy ^tj% 

Has (b^U4 wilb «on^ii«4 foiT9W» 
Kcnews hjs hope, and bUndly Uya 

The defperati^ bi{|C upqp t9-n)or(9«& 
V. 
Tormorrow comes : 'tU noon, 'tis night ; 

This day like 9II the fontfer flies : 
Yet on he runs, to feek delight 

To-morrow, till to-night he dies. 

Our hopes, lik^ towering falcon^ aiot ' 

At Qb|«{l^ in, an airy height ; 
The little pleafure of the game 

Is froQi afar tq view the flight* j 

VII. 
Our anxious paias we, all the day, « 

In fearch of what we like, employ i ; 

Scorning at night the worthlefs prey, 

We find the labour gave the joy, 

vnL 

At diftance through an aitful gla6 «. 

T6 die ound's eye things will appear : 
They lofe their forms, and make a maft 

Conftts'd and black, if brought too sear. 
IX. 
Jf we fee light, we fee our woes : 

Then what aTails it to have eyes ? 
From ignonmce our comfort flows ; 

The only wxetcbcd aie the wife. 
5 1IL.V<% 
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X. 

We wearied ihould lie down in death : 
This cheat of life would take no more. 

If you thought fame but empty breath, 
!« Phillis tmt a perjur*d whore. 

Ad Virum doAiifiimim Dominun) S a m u e l e m Sh a vv^^ 
cum Thefes dejdttro pra Gradu Dodtoris - 
defendenet, 4 Juniif .1692. 

TJHOEBE potc»8 faevis ziiorbis vel laederc gentes, 

**• Laefas fofcrti Vel relevarc ^anu» 

Afpice tu decus hoc nodrum, placidufque fatcrji 

Indomitus quanturii profit in arte labor: 
Non ifterum pofthac pcftcmve minaberis orln, 

Fortius hie juvenis dummedicamen habct : 
Mitte dchinc iras,' et nato cvrmina dona ; ' 

Negle£i:um telum dejice, fume tyramk. 

Tranflation, By Mr. Cooke. 

1^ ! PHOEBUS, deity, whofc powcrfuLhand . 
^^ Can fpread difeafes through the joyful land,. 
Alike all-powerful to relieve the pain. 
And bid the groaning nations fmile again; 
When this our pride you fee, confefs you find 
In him what art can do with labour join'd : 
fio more the world thy direful threats (hall fear. 
While he, the youth, our remedy, is near : 

ipprcfs thy rage ; with yerfc tby fo» infpirc, . 

ic ^9Xt negledied, to aiTume the lyre. 

On 
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On die Taking of Namux. 

*Tp H E town wliich Louis bought, Naflau re-c1aims^ 
-^ And brings inflead of bribes avenging flamei. 
Kow, Louisy take thy titles from abore, 
Boileau ftall (ing, and well bdieve diet Jore : 
Jove gain'd his niiftrefs with alluring gold. 
But Jore like dtee was impotent and old ! 
A&irt and young did he like William (land, 
He 'ad ihinn'd the dame, his thunder in his hand. 



O D E^ in Imitation of Horace, 3 Od. li. 
Written in i6^2» 

I. 

XT O W long, deluded Albion, wilt thou lie 
^ •■■ In the Ictliargic -fleep, the fad rcpofe, 
By which thy clofe, thy conftant enemy. 

Has fofdy lull'd thee to thy woes ? 
Or wake, degenerate ifle, or ceafe to own 
What thy -old kings in Gallic camps have done; 
The fpoils they brought thee back, the crowns tbry 

won: 
•William (fo fate raquircs) again is arm'd | 

Thy father to the field is gone : 
Again Maria weeps her abfent lord, 
Sor thy repofc'Contcnt to rule alone. 
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Are thy enervate fons not yet alarm'd ? 
When William fights, dare they look tamely on. 
So (low to get their ancient fiame reftor'd. 
As nor to melt' at Beauty's tears, nor foiro\y Valour's 
fvirord ? 

II. 

See the repenting ifle awakes. 
Her vicious chains the generous goddefs breaks : 
The fogs around her temples are difpelPd ; 
Abroad (he looks, and fees arm'd Belgia ftand 
Prepared to meet their common Lord's command ; 
Her lions roaring by her fide, her arrows in her hand t 
And, blufhing to have been fo long with-held,' 
Weeps off her crime, and haftens to the field : 
Henceforth her youth fhall be inur*d to bear 

Hazardous toil and a6tive war : 
To march beneath the dog-flar's raging heat. 
Patient of fummer's drought, and martial fweat j 
And^only grieve in winter's camps to find - 
Its days too (hort for labours they defign'd : 
All night beneath hard heavy arms to watch i . 
All day to mount the trench, to ftorm the breach ; 

And all the rugged paths to tread. 

Where William and liis virtue lead. 

HI. 

Silence is the foul of war ; 
Deliberate eounfel muft prepare 
The mighty work, which valour muft compleat : 
Thus William refcued, thus prefervcs 4he .ftatc j 
Thus teaches us to think and dare. 

As 
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As wbilft his cannon juft prcpar'd to bfOsU 

Avenging anger and fwift deaths 
In the tried metal the clofc dangen gkwr. 

And now, too late, Ae dying foe 
Percdves the flame, yet cannot ward the bW^ 
So whilfl in William's bicafl lipe cottUeh lic». 
Secret and fu« as brooding Fate,, 
Kg more of his dcfign appears. 
Than what awakens G»ria's ftars j 
And (though Guilt's eye cm fkvi^j ^^SOKtuuy, 

D;ftra£bd Lewis can dcfiKy 
Oiily a long unmeaTur'd rjtfi &ig^ 

iV, 
On Korman cQafi:s and basiks <if ^i^kcdSc^ 

Lo ! Uie impending itooBS Ugw : 
Britimnia iafialy thsouiifb %awuka^% iea^ 

Plows up h&f vi^ontfHtt wa/« 
The Fj%ncb.bahnaiffiui djxnrs Ltt Uua ia ra^ 
Whilft the true Tiiuomn a&ts tic ««« . 
1*is done ! tvipfih^ «ad recks its Cccn ncda, 
Bwift vicioiT ic i-eqgeal fiaoes 
Burns down the ^ii^ <rf their prtfaapfttotti sanet t 
Tliey fun to ifiu^reck to arolci our fjt. 
And the ton vends that rcgiia tUir coaft 
Are hut lad marks to frew the reft are loft : 
AH lias tils mild, the beauteous, Q^cn has doR« 
Aad. William's foftcr-half fukes Lewis' inronc .. * 

Maria does the fca command 
Whilft Gallia flics her hulband'^. arms hv land 



ti 
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So, the Sun aMent, with full fwiy the Moos 

Governs the HUs, and rules the wifies ilone ^ 

So Juno thunders when her Jore is gone. 

lo Britannia ! loofe diy ocean's chaiASy 

Whilft AuiTcl ftrikes the blow diy queen tftdaint s 

Thus rcfcueily thus rever'd, for ever ftand. 

And blefs the counfely and reward the hand, 

lo Britannia ! thy Maria reigns. 
V. 
Fxt>m Mary's conqueih, and the refcued matOy 
Let France look forth to Sambre's armed fhore. 
And boaft her joy for William's death no more. 
He lives ; let France confefs, tlie vi£br lives s 
Her triumphs for his death were vain. 
And fpoke her terror of his life too plain. 
The mighty years begin, the day draws nigh. 
In which tbat one of Lewis* many wives. 
Who, by the baleful force of guilty charms. 
Has long enthrall'd him in her wicher'd arms. 
Shall o'er the plains, from diflant towers on high. 

Cad around her mournful eye. 

And with prophetic forrow cry r 
*' Why docs my ruin'd lord retard his flight } 
Why docs defpair provoke his age to fight ? 
As well the wolf may venture to engage 
The angry lion's generous rage j 
The ravenous vulture, and the bird of nighty 
As fafcly tempt ;he ftooping eagle's flight ) 
As Lewis to unequal arms defy 
Yon' hero, crown'd with blooming viftory, 

5 Jul 
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Juft triumphing o'er jrebel-rage reftraio'^. 

And yet unbreathM from battles gion'd. 
See ! ail yon* dufty field 's quite covered o'er 
With hoftile troops, and Orange at their head | 

Orange, deftin'd to complete 

The great defigns of labouring Fate; 
Orange, the name that tyranu dread : 
He comes ; our ruin*d empire i^ no more; 
Down, like the Pcrfian* goes the Gallic throne } 
Darius fiies, young Ammon urges on^.'' 

VL 
Now from tlie dubious battle's mingled heat. 
Let Fear look back, and fbetch her hafly wing^ 
Impatient to fecure a bafe retreat : 
Let the pale coward leave his wounded king» 

For the vile privilege to breathe. 
To live with fhame in dread of glorious deaih ! 
In vain : for Fate has fwifter wings than Fear, 
She follows hard, and fbikes him in the rear; 
Dying and mad the traitor bites the groxmd. 
His back transfixed with a dilhoneft wound ; 
Whilfl through the fierceft troops, and thickeft prcfs, 

Vinue carries on fuccefs ; 
Whilft equal Heaven guards the diflinguiih*d brave^ 
And armies cannot hurt whom angels fave. 

VII. 
Virtue to verfe immortal luftre ^ves. 
Each by the other's mutual friendfhip lives $ 
^neas fuflfer'd, and Achilles fought. 
The Hero's ads enlarged the Poet's thought, 

E 3 ^irfc 
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Or Virgil's majefty, and Homer's rage, 
Had ne'er like lafling nature vanquifh'd age. 
Whilft Le\Vis then his rifing terror drowns 

With drums* alarms, and trumpets* founds, 
Whilft, hid in arm*d retreats and guarded towns. 

From danger as from honour far. 
He bribes clofe murder againft open war : 

In vain you Gallic Mufes ftrivc 
"With Tabour'd verfe to keep his fame alive : 
Your mouldering monuments in vain ye raifc 
On the weak bafis of the tyrant's praife : 
Your fongs are fold, your numbers are profane, 

'Tis luccnfe to tin-idol given. 

Meat ofFer'd to Prometheus' man 

That had no foul from Heaven. 
Againft his will, you chain your frighted king 

On m^id Rhine's divided bed j 

And-mock your hero, whilft ye fini^ 

The wottiids for which he never bled j 
Fai(hood does poifon on your praife difFufe, 
And Lewis' fear gives death to Boileau's Mufe. 

viii. 

On its own worth true majefty is rcar*d, 

'And Virtue is her own reward ; 
With folid beams and native glory bright, 
Mie neither darknefs dreads, nor covets light j 
Tiue to herfcVf, and fix'd to inborn laws. 
Nor funk 'by fpitc, nor lifted by applaufe. 
She from her fettled orb looks calmly down, 
■On life or death, a prifon or a crown. 

When 
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* When bound in double chains poor Bblgia lay. 
To foreign arms and inward ftrife a prey, 
Whilft one good man buoy'd up her (inking ftatc. 
And Virtue laboured againft Fate ; 
When Fortune bafely with Ambition joiu'd. 
And all was conquered but the Patriot's mind ; 

When ftorms let loofe, and raging (cfis, 
Juft ready the torn veflel to o'erwhelm, 
Forc'd not the faithful pilot* from his hdlm. 
Nor all the Syren fongs of future peace, 
And dazzling profpeft of a promised crown, 

Coutd iure his ftubbom virtue down-; 
But againft charms, and threats, and hdl, he flood. 

To that which was feverely good ; 
Then, had no trophies juftified his fame. 
No Poet bleft his fong with NafTau's name. 
Virtue alone did all that honour bring, 
And Heaven as plainly pointed out The King, 

As when he at the altar flood 

In all his types and robes of power, 
Whilft at his feet religious Britain bow'd. 
And own'd him -next to what we there adore. 

.IX. 
Say, joyful Maefe, and Boyne*s viftorious flood, 
(For each has mixt his waves with royal blood) 
When William's armies paft, did he retire, 
Or view from far the battle's diftant fire ? 
Could he believfe his perfon was too dear ? 
Or ufe his greatncfs to conceal his fear*? 

E 4 Could 
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Could prtyers or figlis the dauntlcfs hero movt ^ 
Arni\) with Hetycn*t ju(tice» and his people's love,. 
Through the £rft waves he wing'd his veoturovs way: 

And on the adverfe fliorc arofe, 
(Ten thoufand flying deaths in vain oppofc). 

Like the great Ruler ^ the day» 
With Arength and fwiftnefs roouatiiig from the &$, :.. 
Like him all &y he toilM i but laag io night 

The god had cas*d liis. wearied light>. 

Ere vengeance left t]u: ftubhom ft)cs. 

Or William's labours found repofe ! 
When his troops faultcrM, ftcpt not he between..^' 

Rellor*d the dubious fight again, 

Mark*d out the coward that durft fly. 

And led the fainting brave to Viftory ? 

Still as Ihe fled him, did he not overtake 
Her doubtful courfe, Aill brought her bleeding back h 
By his keen fword did not die boldeft fall ?■ 
Was he not king, commander, foldier, all ?-• 
His dangers fuch as, witli becoming dread. 
His fubjefts yet unborn fhali weep to read ? 
And were not thofe the only days that e'er 

The pious prince refus'd to hear 
His friends* advices, or his fubjcdb' prayer? 

X. 

Where'er old Rhine his fruitful water turns,. 
Or fills his vallals* tributary urns ; 
To Belgia's fav'd dominions, and the fea, 
Whofc righted waves ccjoicc in William's fway j 

l9 
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Is there a town where chil4r^ are not taught, 
Here Holland profpcr*d^ for here OrarijS^e fought; 
Through rapid waters, and through %ing fire. 
Here rufh*d the prince, here made whole France retire > 
By different nations be his valour hleft. 

In different languages confeft ; 

And then let Shannon fpeak the reft : 
Let Shannon fpeak, how on her wondering fliorc^ 
When Conqueft hovering on his arms did wait,. 
And only ajk*d fome lives to bribe her o'er ; 
The god-like man, the more than conqueror. 
With high contempt fent back the fpecious bait 5. 
And, fcorning glory at a price too great. 
With fo much power, fuch piety did join, 

As made a perib£t virtue foar 

A pitch unkno\yn to man before ;. 
And lifted Shannon's waves o'er thofe of Boynti. 

xr. 

Nor do his fubjefts only (hare 
The profperous fruits of his indulgent reign j 
His enemies^ approve tlie pious war, 
Wliich, with their weapon,, takes away their chain*- 
More than his fword his goodnefs ftrikes his foes y 
They blcfs his arms, and (igh they muft oppofc. 
Juftice and freedom on his conquefts wait j 
And 'tis for man*s delight that he is great : 
Succeeding times fhall with long joy contend, 
If he were more a viftor, or a friend : 
So much his courage and his mercy ftrive. 
He wounds, to curcj and conquers^ to forgive.. 
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XII. 
Ye heroes, tbat have fbugkt yoar country's ciiiie, 
Redrefs'd her iDJuries, or fonn'd her laws, 
"To my adventurous fong juft witnefs bear, 
AflSft the pious Mufe, and hear her fwear j 
That 'tis no Poet's thought, no flight of youth. 

But folid ftory, and fcvereft truth, 
That William treafures up a greater name. 
Than any country, any age, can boaft : 

And all that ancient flock of fame 

He did from his fore>fathers take. 
He has improv'd, and gives with ihtcrcft back i 
And in his conilellation does unite 
Their fcatter'd rays of fainter light : 
Above or Envy's lalh, or Fortune's wheel 

That fettled glory fhall for ever dwell : 
Above the rolling orbs, and common fky. 

Where notliing comes that e'er ihall die. 
XIII. 
Where roves the Mufc ? Where, thoughtlefs to retura. 

Is lier ihort*liv'd vcflel borne. 
By potent winds too fubje£l to be tod. 
And in the fea of William's praifes loft ? 
Nor let her tempt that deep, nor make the (hore. 

Where our abandon'd youth (he fees, 
' Shipwrecked in luxury, and loft in eafe ; 
' Whom nor Britannia's danger can alarm, 

Nor William's exemplary virtue warm : 
Tell ihcm, howcVr, the king can yet forgive 
Their guilty floih, ihcir homage yet receive. 

And let ihcir wounded honour live : 

i But 



But furc and fudden be their juft rcmorfe 5 
Swift be thfeir virtue's rife, and ftrong its courfc j 
For though for certain years and dcftin'd times, 

Merit has lain confus'd with crimes ; 
Though Jove fcem'd negligent of human cares, 
Nor fcbutg'd our follies, nor returned our prayers. 
His juftice now demands the equal fcales. 
Sedition is fupprefs'd, and*truth prevails : 
Fate its great ends by flow degrees attains. 
And Europe is redeemed, and William reigns. 



H Y M N to the S u«. Set by Dr. H. Furcell. 

And intended to befung before their Majesties 
on New-year's day, 1693-4, 

I. 

T I G H T of the world, and ruler of the year, 
^^ With happy fpeed begin thy great career ; 
And, as thou dofl thy radiant journies run. 
Through every diftant climate own. 
That in fair Albion thou haft Teen 
The greateft prince, the brighteft queen. 
That ever fav'd a land,^ or blcft a throne. 
Since firft thy beams were fpread, or genial power was 
known. 

II. 
So may thy godhead be confeft. 
So the returning year be bl^ft, 

As 
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As his infant months beflow 

Springing wreaths for William'? brow ; 

As his fummer*s youth ihall ihed 
Eternal fweets around Maria's head. 
From the bleffings they beftow. 

Our times are dated, and our aera's move 2 
They govern and enlighten all below. 

As thou dofl all above. 

III. 

Let our hero in the war 
Aftive and fierce, like thee, appear : 
Like thee, great fon of Jove, like thee 
When, clad in rifing majefty. 
Thou marcheft down o'er Delos* hills confefl. 
With all thy arrows arm'd, in all thy glory drefL 
Like thee, the hero does his arms employ. 

The raging Python to deftroy. 
And give the injur*d nations peace and joy. 

IV. 

From falreft years, and time's more happy florcs. 

Gather all the fmiling hours ; 
Such as with friendly care have guarded 

Patriots and kings in rightful wars ; 
Such as with conqueft have rewarded 

Triumphant vi6lors' happy cares j 
Such as ftory has recorded 
Sacred to NalTau's long renown, 
For countries fav'd, and battles won. 

V. March 
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V. 

March them again ih fait array. 
And bid them form th^ hafpy day. 
The happy day dcfignM to wait 
On William's fame, and Europe's fttc. 

Let the happy day be crown'd 
With great event, and fair fuccefs j 
No brighter in the year be foufad. 
But that which brings the viftor home in peace. 
VI. 
Again thy godhead we implore, 
Great in wifdoih as in power; 
Again, for good Maria's fake, and ours, 
Choofe out other fmilirig hours j 
Such as ^iih joyous wings have fled. 

When happy cotmfels were advifing ; 
Such as have lucky omens fhed 

0*er forming laws^ and empires rifing ; 
Sbch as tntKkjfji^tcs ran. 
Hand in hand a goodly train^ 
To blefs the great Eliza's reign ; 
And in the typic glory fhow, 
What fuller blifs Maria fliall beftow. 
VII. 
As the folemn hours advance, 
Mingled fend into the dance 
Many fraught with all the treafurcs, 

Which thy eaftern travel views ; 

Many wing'd with all the pleafurcs, 

Man can aik, or Heaven disffufe : 
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That great Maria all thofe joys may know. 
Which, from her cares, upon her fubjc6b fiow» . 

VIII. 
For thy own glory iing our fovereign's praife,. 
God of vexfes and of days : 
Let all thy tuneful fons adorn 

Their lading work with William's name ; 
Let chofen Mufes yet unborn 
Take gr^at Maria for their future theme : 
Eternal ftruftures let them raife. 
On William's and Maria's praife : 
Nor want new fubjeft for the fong. 

Nor fear they can exhauft the (lore, 
Till nature's mufick lies unftrung ; 
Till thou, great god, flialt lofe thy double power,.. 
And touch tliy lyre, and flioot thy beams no more. 



The Lady's Looking-Glass, 
In Imitation of a Greek^Idylliunw 

/^ E L I A and I the other day-. 

^ Walk'd o'er the fand-hills to the fca/: 

The fetting fun adorn'd the coaft. 

His beams intire, his fiercenefs loft : 

And, on the furface of the deep, 

The winds lay only not afleep : 

The nymph ciid like the fcene appear,. 

Serenely pleafant, calmly fair : 

Soft fell her words, as flew the air. 



} 



With> 



} 
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With fecrct joy I heard her fay, 
That (he would never mifs one day 
A walk fo fine, a fight fo gay. 

But, oh the change ! the winds grow high ; 
Impending tempefts charge the fky ; 
The lightning flies, the thunder roars ; . 
And big waves lafli the frightened fhores. 
Struck with the horror of the fight, 
Sl*e turns hfir head, and wings her flight.: 
And trembling vows, (he'll ne'er again 
Approach the ihore, or view the main. 

Once more at leaft look back, faid ly. 
Thyfelf in that large glafs defcry ; 
When thou art in good-humour drcft ; 
When gentle reafon rules thy breaft ; 
Xhe fun upon the calmeft fea 
Appears not half fo bright as thee : 
*Tis then that with delight I rove 
Upon tlie boundlefs depth of love : . 
I blefs nay chain j I hand my oar ; . 
Nor think on all I left on (hore. 

But when vain doubt and groundlefs fear 
Do that dear foohfh bofom tear j 
When the big lip and watery eye 
Tell me, the rifing ftorm is nigh 5 
'Tis then, thou art yon* angry main, 
Deform'd by winds, and dalh'd by rain ; 
And the poor failor, that mufl try 
Its fury, labours lefs than L.. 

Ship— 
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Shipwrecked, in vain to land I make. 
While Love atid Fate fHll drive me back : 
Forc'd to doat on thee thy own way, 
I chide thee firft, and then obey. 
Wretched when from thee, vex*d when nigh, 
I with thee, or without thee, die. 

LOYE AND FRIENDSHIP: 

A Pastoral. 

By Mrs. Elizabeth Singer, afterwards Rowe^ 

Amaryllis. 
TnrTH I L E from the ikies the ruckly fun dcfccnds, 

' And rifing night the evening ihade extends 4 
W^hile pearly dews o'erfpread 4lie fruitful field. 
And clofing flowers reviving odours yield : 
JLet us, beneath thefe fpreading trees, recite 
What from our hearts our Mufes may indite. 
Nor need we, in this clofe retirement, fear, 
Xeft any fwainour amorous fccrets hear. 
Sylvia. 
To every fhepherd I would mine proclaim j 
Since fair Aminta is my foftcft theme-: 
A ftranger to the loofe delights of love. 
My thoughts the nobler warmth of fricndlhip prove ; 
And, while its pure and facred fire I fing, 
Chafle goddefs of the groves, thy fuccour bring. 

Amaryllis. 
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Amaryllis. 
Propitious god of love, niy bread infpire 
With all thy charms, with all thy plealing firei 
Propitious god of love, thy fuccour bring, 
Whilft 1 thy darling, thy Alexis iing ; 
Alexis, as the opening bloflbms fair, 
Lovely as light, and foft as yielding air. 
For him each virgin fighs j and on the plains 
The happy youth above each rival reigns. 
Nor to the echoing groves, and whifpering fpring. 
In fvveeter flrains does artful Conon fing j 
When loud applaufcs fill the crouded groves. 
And Phoebus the fuperior fong approves. 

Syltia. 

Beauteous Aminta is as early lighti 
Breaking the melancholy ihades of night. 
When ihe is near, all anxious trouble flies. 
And our reviving hearts confefs her eyes. 
You'ng love, and blooming joy, and gay defires^ 
In every bresdl the beauteous nymph infpires i 
And Qn the plsun when ihe no more appears. 
The plain a dark and gloomy profpe£t wears. 
In vain the (breams roll on : the eadern breeze 
Dances in vain among the trembling trees i 
In vain the birds begin their evening fong, 
^nd to thft filent night their notes {oolong : . 
Kor groves, nor cryftal flreams, nor verdant field. 
Does wonted pleafure in her abfence yield. 

Vol. L F Am a- 
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Amaryllis. 

Andy in his abfence, all the penfive day 
In fome obfcure retreat I lonely ftray } 
All day to the repeating caves complain^ 
In mournful accents, and a dying (brain ; 
Dear lovely youth, I cry to ^1 around ; 
Dear lovely youth, the flattering vales refound* 
Sylvia. 

On flowery banks, by every murmuring ^eam^ 
Aminta is my Mufe's fofteft theme : 
•Tis (he that does my artful notes refine : 
With fair Aminta*s name my noblefl verfc i&all (hine. 
Amaryllis. 

Ill twine frefli garlands for Alexis* brows. 
And confecrate to him eternal vows : 
The charming youth ihall my Apollo prove ; 
He fhall adorn my foogs, and tune my voice to lore. 

To the Author of the foregoing Pastoral* 

T> Y Sylvia if thy charming felf be meant; 
"■-^ If Friend/hip be thy virgin vows extent | 
Oh ! let me in Aminta's praifes join : 
Her's my efteem ihall be, my paflion thine. 
When for thy head tbe garland I prepare, 
A fecond wreath ihall bind Aminta's hair; 
And, when my choiceil fongs thy woith procbiaiy 
Alternate verfe ihall blefs Aminta's name; 
Myr heart (hall own the jufUcc of her caufe, 
Aud Love liimfclf fubmit to Fricndihip's laws. 

5 Bar, 
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But, if, beneath thy numbers* foft difguifci 
Some favoured Twain, fgn^e true Alexis lies 1 
If Amaryllis breathes thy fecret pains^ 
And rhy fond heart l>e«ts meafure to thy ftrainst 
May'ft thou, howe'er I grieve, for everiind 
The flame propitious, and the lover kind ! 
May Venus long exert lier happy power. 
And make thy beauty, like thy verfe, endure ! 
May every god his friendly aid afiford^ 
Pan guard thy flock, and Ceres blefs thy board ! 

But, if by chance the ferics of thy joys 
Permit one thought lefs citearfal to ariie. 
Piteous transfer it to tlie mournful fwain^ 
Who, loving much, who, not belov'd agaiiij 
Feels an ill-fated paiIion'» lad excefs^ 
And dies in woe, that thou ifUiy*{i live In peace. 

TO A L A D Y: 

She refufing to continue a Dispute with mfi 
and leaving me in the Argument* 

AN O t> £. 

I. 
Q P ARE, generous vJftor, fparc the flave, 
*^ Who cfid unequal Waf purfuc 5 
Tliat more than triumph he might have^ 
In bcinj; oveitorne by you. 

F a II. Id 
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II. 

In the difpute whate'er I faid^ 

My heart was by my tongue belied ; 
And in my looks you might have read 
How much I argued on your fide. 
III. 
You, far from danger as from fear, 

Might have fuftain'd an open fight ; 
For feldom your opinions err; 
Your eyes are always in the right. 
IV. 
Why, fair one, would you not rely 

On Reafon^s force with Beauty's join*d ? 
Could I their prevalence deny, 
I mud at once be deaf and blind. 
V. 
Alas ! not hoping to fubdue, 
I only to the fight afpir'd : 
To keep the beauteous foe in vi«w 
Was all the glory I defir'd. 
VI. 
But flic, howc*er of viftory fure. 

Contemns the wreath too long delay'd z 
And, arm*d with more immediate power. 
Calls cruel filence to her aid. 
VII. 
Deeper to wound, (he (huns the fight ; 

She drops her arms, to gain the field ; 
Secures her conquefl by her flight ; 
I And triumphs, when ihe fecms to yield. 

1 VIIL Sa 
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VIII. 

So, when the Parthian turn'd his deed. 
And from the holHle camp withdrew. 

With cruel fkill the backward reed 
He fent ; and, as he fled, he flew. 



Seeing the Duke of Ormond*s Pidlurc 
at Sir Godfrey KmTelle&'s. 

/^UT from the injur'd canvas, KncUcr, ftrikc 
^^ Thefe lines too faint : the pi£^ure is not like. 
Exalt thy thought, and try thy toil again : 
Dreadful in arms, on Landen's glorious plain 
Place Ormond*s duke : impendent in the air 
Let his keen fabre, comet-like, appear. 
Where'er it points, denouncing death : below 
Draw routed fquadrons, and the numerous foe. 
Falling beneath, or flying from his blow : 
Till, weak with wounds, and cover'd o'er with blood 
Which from the Patriot's breaft in torrents flow'd. 
He faints; his fteed no longer feels tlie rein i 
But flumbles o'er the heap, his hand had (lain. 
And now exhaufted, bleeding, pale he lies $ 
Lovely, fad obje6t ! in his half-clos'd eyes 
Stern vengeance yet, and hoftile terror fland : 
His front yet threatens, and his frowns command. 
The Gallic chiefs their troops around him call; 
Fear to approach himi though they fee him fall.— 

F 3 O Knellcr, 



} 
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O Kneller, couKI thy Qiades and lights exprefk 
The pcrfcft hero in that glorious dref»; 
Ages to come might Ormond's pi£hire know. 
And pahns for thee beBcath his laurels grow s 
In fpitc of time, thy Vvork might ever ihine ; 
Nor Homer's colours lad fo long as thine. 

CELIA TO DAMON. 

" Atquc in amorc mala hacc proprio, fummeque fccvncb 
<* Inveniuntur. — " Lucrct. lib. iv. 

TXT" HAT can I fay, what arguments can proTo 

^ My truth, what colours can dcfcribc my lo?«. 
If its excefs and fary be not known, 
Jn what thy Cclia has already done r 

Thy infunt flames, whilft yet they were conceal'^ 
In timorous doubts, with pity I l)ehelJ 5 
With cafy fmiles difpell'd the iilcnt fear. 
That durft not tell me what I dy*d to hear. 
In vain I ftrove to check my growing flame, 
Or Ihelter pafTion under friendihip's name : 
You faw my heart, how it my tongue bely'd ; 
And when you prefsM, how faintly I deny*d.— 

Ere guardian thought could I)ring its fcatter*d aid. 
Ere reafon could fupport the doubting maid, 
[My foul furpriz'd, and from herfclf disjoin'd, 
h^iz all refcrve, and all tlie fcx, behind : 

From 
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From your command her motions flic rcceiv'd ; 
And not for me, but you, fhc breath'd and Hv*d. 

But ever bleft be Cytberca*s (hrine, 
And fires eternal on her altars Ihine ? 
Since thy dear breaft has felt an equal wound ; 
Since in thy kindncfs my dcfircs are crown'd. 
By thy each look, and thought, and care, *tis fhown. 
Thy joys are center'd all in me alone ; 
And fure I am, thou wouldft not change this hour 
For all the white ones Fate has in its power.—- 

Yet thus belov'd, thus loving to excefs. 
Yet thus receiving and returning blifs, 
In this great moment, in this golden now, 
Whfeh every trace of what, or when, or how, 
Sliould from my foul by raging love be toin. 
And far on fwelling feas of rapture borne j 
A melancholy tear affli6h my eye, 
And my heart labours with a fudden (igh ; 
Invading fears repel my coward joy. 
And Ills forefeen the prefent blifs defbroy. 

Poor as it is, this beauty was the caufe, 
That with firft iighs your pantiAg bofom roft: 
But with no owner Beauty long will ftay, 
Upon the wings of Time borne fwift away j 
Pafs but fome fleeting years, and thefe poor eyes 
(Where now without a boaft fome luftre lies) 
No longer (hall their little honours keep; 
Shall only be of ufe to read or weep : 
And on this forehead, where your verfe has faid, 
Tlic Loves delighted, and the Graces play'd, 

F 4 \c&S5isKCC»?^ 
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Infulting age will trace lus cruel way, 
And leave fad marks of his dcftruftivc fway. 

MovM by my charms, with them your love may ccafe^ 
And as the fuel (inks, the flame decreafe : 
Or angry heaven may quicker darts prepare. 
And (icknefs ftrike what time a while would fpare. 
Then will my fwain his glowing vows renew; 
Then will his throbbing heart to mine beat true; 
When my own face deters me from my glafs. 
And Knellcr only (hews what Cclia was ? 

Fantaftic Fame may found her wild alarms ; 
Your country, as you think, may want your annt# 
You may negleft, or quench, or hate the ^me, 
Whofe fmoke too long obfcur'd your ridng name i 
And quickly cold indifference will enfue, 
When you Love's joys through Honour's optic view. 

Then Celia's loudeft prayer will prove too weak» 
To this abandoned breaft to bring you back} 
When my lofl lover the tall (hip afcends, 
With mufic gay, and wet with jovial friends. 
The tender accent of a woman's cry 
Will pafs unheard, will unregarded die j 
When the rough feaman's louder fhouts prevail, ^ 
When fair Occaiion (hews the fpringing gale, I 

And Intereft guides the helm, and Honour fwcUs ? 
the fail. J 

Some wretched lines, from this ncgle6lcd hand. 
May find my hero on the foreign flrand. 
Warm with new fires, and plcas'd with new com 
mand : 

While 
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While (he who wrote them, of all joy bereft. 
To the rude cenfure of the world is left ; 
Her mangled fame in barbarous paftime lofl, 
The coxcomb's novel , and the drunkard's toad. 

But nearer care (O pardon it!) fupplies 
Sighs to my bread, and forrow to my eyes. 
Love, Love himfclf (the only friend I have) 
May {corn his triumph, having bound his (lave. 
That tyrant-god, that reftlefs conqueror, 
May quit his plcafurc, to allcrt his power; 
Forfake the provinces that blefs his fway. 
To vanquifii thofe which will not yet obey. 

Another Nymph with fatal power may rife. 
To damp the finking beams of Celia's eyes j 
With haughty pride may hear her charms confed^ 
And fcorn the ardent vows that I have blefl. 
You every night may (igh for her in vain, 
And rife each morning to fome freih difdain .* 
While Celia's fofteft look may ceafe to charm. 
And her embraces want the power to warm : 
While thefe fond arms, thus circling you, may provcw 
More heavy chains than thofe of hopelefs love. 

Juft Gods ! all other things their like produce j 
The vine arifes from her mother's juice t 
When feeble plants or tender flowers decay. 
They to tb^ir feed their images convey : 
Where the old myrtle her good influence iheds. 
Sprigs of like leaf ere6^ their filial heads : 
And when the parent rofe decays and dies. 
With a refembling face the daughter-buds arife. 

5 tS>ax 
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That produfb only which our pailions bear 
Eludes the planter's miferible cate. 
While blooming Love alTures us golden fruit. 
Some inborn poifon taints the fccret toot ; 
Soon fall the flowers of J03', foon feeds of Hatred | 
fhoot. 
Say, fhepherd, fay, are thefe refle^ons true? 
Or was it but the woman's fear that drew 
This cruel fcene, unjuft to love and you? 
Will you be only and for ever mine > 
Shall neither time nor age our fouls disjoin ? 
From this dear bofom fhall I ne'er be torn > 
Or you grow cold, refpeftful, and fbrfwom ? ' 
And can you not for her you love do more 
Than any youth for any nymph befbie ? 

Prologue fpokea by Lord BuCKH0K6Ty 

in WESTMTNStER-SCHOOLt 

at a ttprefentation of Mr. Drtden's CtEOMtKEs, 
acCbiifimas, 1695. 

T)ISH, lord, I wifli this prologue was but Greeks 
"^ Then young Cleonidas would boldly fpeak: 
But can lord Buckhurft in poor Englifh fay. 
Gentle fpe£liators, pray excufe the play ? 
X^o, witnefs all ye Gods of ancient Greece, 
Rather than oaadckcad to tenns like thiie^ 

I'd 
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1 W go to fchool (ix hours on Chriftmas-day, 
Or conftrue Perfius while my comrades play. 
Such work by hireling aftors fhould be done» 
Who tremble when they fee a eritk fiovm. 
Poor rogues^ tliat fmart like fencers for their bread. 
And, if they are not wounded, are not fed. 
Bur, Sirs, our labour has more noble ends. 
We a6t our tragedy to fee our friends r 
Our generous fcenes arc for pure love repeated. 
And if you are not pleased, at leaft you 're treated. 
The candles and the cloaths ottsrfeke^ w^e 6oughf» 
Our tops negle£led, and our balls fofgbc.. 
To learn our paxts, we left our midnight b€d; 
Mod of you fnor'd wiiiMr Cleomenes rCid ; 
Not that from this confeffieft we would fue 
Praife undeferv'd ;. w6 kifow oorfrlves addycm? 
Refolv'd to (land or periix Uy oar csufe^ 
We neither cenfoie feav,. nor beg^ aipplatife. 
For thefe are Wcfhninfter and Sparta's laws. 
Yet, if we fee forae judgemetit well inclined, 
To young defert, and growing vmue kind, 
Tliat critic by ten thou^md atarksf ftfoitld kndWn 
That greateil fouls CO goodnefsF osAf how ^ 
And that your little hero does infaesic 
Not CJeomenes' more than Dorfet's fpirit* 
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An Ode, prefented to the King, 

On his Majesty's Arrival in Houanq, 
after the Queen's Death, 1695. 

<< Quis de(iderio fit pudor aut modus 
*« Tarn can capitis ? praecipe lugubres 
•* Cantusy Melpomene." 

I. 

A T Mary's tomb (fad facred place? ) 
^^ The Virtues fliall their vigils keep : 
And every Mufe, and every Grace, 
In foleron ftate fhall ever weep. 
II. 
The future pious, mournful fair, . 

Oft as the rolling years return. 
With fragrant Mnrcaths and flowing hair. 
Shall vi^t her diilinguilh'd urn. 
III. 
For her the wife and great fliall mourn. 
When late records her deeds repeat : 
Ages to come, and men unborn. 

Shall blefs her name, and figh her fate. - 
IV. 
Fair Albion fliall, with faithful trufl. 

Her holy queen's fad reliques guards 
Till Heaven awakes the precious duft, 
And gives the Saint her full reward. 

V*But 
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V. 

But let the king difmifs his woes, 

Refle£^iDg on his fair renown; 
And take the cyprcfs from his brows^ > 

To put his wonted laurels on. 
VI. 
If prcft by grief our monarch {loops. 

In vain the Britiih lions roar : 
If he, whofe hand fuftain'd them, droops, 

The Bclgic darts will wound no more. 
VII. 
Embattled princes wait the chief, 

Whofe voice fhould rule, whofe arm ihould leadj 
And, in kind murmurs, cliide that grief, •. 

Which hinders Europe being freed. 
VIIL 
The great example they demand 

Who ftill to conquefl led the way 5 
Wiihing him prefent to command. 

As they (land ready to obey. 
IX. 
They feek that joy, which us'd to glow. 

Expanded on the Hero's face; 
When the thick fquadrons prefl the foe. 

And William led the glorious chace. 
X. 
To give the mourning nations joy, 

Reftorc them thy aufpicious light. 
Great fun : with radiant beams dcftroy 

Thofe clouds, which keep thee from our f^bt. 

* XI. Lcc 
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XI. 

Let thy fublime meridiaii courfe 

For Mary's fcttiog rays atone s 
Our luftrc, with redoubled force^ 

Mud now proceed from thee alone. 
XII. 
See, pious king, mth different ftrife 

Thy flruggling Allnon's bofom tornt 
S(7 much ihe fears for William's life. 

That Mary's fate ihe dares not mourn* 
XIIL 
Her beauty, in thy fofter half 

Bury'd and loft, flie ought to grieve; 
But let her ftrength in thee be fafe ; 

And let her weep; but let her live* 
XIY. 
Thou, guardian angel, fave the land 

From thy own grief, her fierceft foe j 
Left Britain, refcued by tliy hand. 

Should bend and fink beneath thy woc^ 
XV, 
Her former triumphs all are vain, 

Unlefs new trophies ftill be fought 
And hoary majeSty fuftain 

The battles which thy youth has £oiigkc 
XVI. 
Where now is all that fearful love, 

Which made her hate the war's^ alarms? 
That fofc e^cefs, with which ihe ftrove 

To keep ker hero ia hm anas? 



XVIL Whil« 



PR I O R'S POEMS. 79 

XVU. 
%Vhile ftill ihe chid the coming fpring. 

Which caU*d him o*cr lus (ahjeSt feas s 
While, for the fafety of the king. 
She wilh*d the victor's glory Icfs- 
XVIII. 
Tis chang'd; 'tis gone: fad Britain now 

Haftcns her lord to foreign wars : 
Happy, if tculs may break his woe. 
Or danger ntay divert his cares, 
XIX. 
In martial din ihe drowns her (ighs. 

Left he tlie rifmg grief ihould hear « 
She pulls her helmet o'er her eyes. 
Left he ftioAkl fc9 the falliiig tear. 
XX. 
Go, mighty prince; let France be taug^r^ 
How coQd^t minds by grief are tryM p 
How ^a; Urn land, that wept and fought^ 
When William led, and Mary dy'd. 
XXL 
Fierce in the battle make it known. 

Where deatk with all his dans is feen. 
That he can touch thy lieart with none. 
But that wltteh truck the beauteous queen* 
XXII. 
Bclgia indulged hetoftn grief. 

While yet her mafbr was not near; 
With fuUen pride refused- relief. 
And fat oMciracrin dd{*2iiF. - - 

XXIIL A% 
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XXIII. 

As waters from her iluices, flow'd 

Unboimded forrow from hcf ejres t 
To earth her bended front fhe bow*d. 
And fent her wailings to the (kieS. 
XXIV. 
But when her anxious lord rctum'd, 

Rais'd is her head, her eyes are dry*dj 
Siic f miles, as William nc*er had mourn*d. 
She looks, as Mary ne*br had dy'd. 
XXV. 
That freedom which all forrows claim. 

She docs for thy content refign : 
Her piety itfclf would blame. 
If her regrets (hould weaken thine. 
XXVI. 
To cure thy woe, (he (hews thy fame : 
Lell tlie great mourner (hould forget^ 
That all the race, whence Orange came. 
Made Virtue triumph over Fate. 
XXVII. 
, William his countr>'*s c^ufc could fight. 
And with his blood her freedom feal : 
Maurice and Henry guard that right. 
For which tlieir pious parents felL 
XXVIII. 
How heroes rife, how pitriocs let. 

Thy fathcr^i bloom and deadi may tell : 
Excelling othera, thefe were great : 
Thou, gutter (Ull, nioil thdf cscelL 

XXIX. 
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XXIX, 

The laft fair inlbuice diou nnxft gire^ 

Whence Naflau's virtue can be try'd ; 
And (hew the world, that thou canil live 
Intrepid, as thy confort dy'd | 
XXX. 
Thy virtue, whofe refifllefe force 
No dire event couM ever (lay, 
Muft carry on its deftin'd courfe; 
Though death and envy flop the way. 
XXXI. 
For Britain's fake, for Belgia's, live i 

Pierc'd by their grief, forget thy own j 
New toils endure, new conqueft give, 
' And bring them exfe, though thou baft none^ 

XXXII. 
Vanquiih again ; ^ugh ihe be gone, 
Whofe garland crown'd the vi£tor'8 hair : 
, And reign, though fhe has left the throne. 
Who made thy glory worth thy care. 
XXXIII. 
Fair Britain never yet before 

Breath'd to her king an ufelefs prayer t 
Fond Belgia never did implore, 

While William tum'd averfe his ear. 
XXXIV. 
But, (hould the weeping hero now 
Relentlefs to their wifhes prove ; 
Should he recall, with pleating woe. 
The objeQ of his grief and love j 
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Her ficc xritli ttoifawd !■!■— lici hk&^ 

Ua mind vaxK rhcnrTinJi liinia fiiir% 
Her power wbh haasiSkti jo? '^'nHV 

Her pcrlon only ax. wAat^ : 

xxxvi. 

Tet ought his focrow to be cbeck^s 

Tct ought his pa&ias u> ibfte ; 
If the great moTUDcr vpoold rcflo^ 

HcT glov}' in her iBeath compktt. 
XXXVIL 
She wzs inftrcAed to nuroniiKfy 

Great king, by locg obeying tboe ; 
Her fccptf r, guided by thy hand, 

Frderv'd the iilcs, and nd^d the fcia 
XXXVIIL 
But oh ! ^m-as linic, tkit her Ufc 

O'er earth aud u-atcr bears thy fame.: 
In dcat\ *tu-2s wonliy Wiiiiam^s wife, 

Aniidft the ilars to iix his name. 

Bcvond where matter moves, or place 

Receives its fonnsy thy vinucs loUj 
From Man's glory, angels trace 

The beauty of her partner's fouL 
XU 
Wife Fate, which does its heaven decree 

To heroes, when they yield their brpatji, 
HaflcDS thy triumph. Half of thee 

Is deify 'd bcfon: thy death. 

XLI. Alooe 
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XLL 

Jlilone to diy r-enown 'tis^givcn, 

Unlxninded through all worlds to go : 

While fli^j ^^t Saiht, rejoices Heaven'; 
And thou fuiUm'ft the Otb below. 

In Imitation of Anacreon. 

T ET'themcenfure.': what care 1? 
•■— ' The herd of critics I' defy. 
Let the wretchdS know, I write, 
Regardlefs of their grace or fpite. 
No, no : the fair, the gay, the young, 
Govern the nunibers of my fongj 
All that they approve is fwcct ; 
And all i^ fenfe that they repeat. 

Bid the warbling Nihc retire • 
Venus, firing tby fervant's lyre : 
Love ihall be nfy endlefs theme j 
Plcafure fliall triumph over Fame : 
And, when thefe maxims I decline, 
Apollo, may thy fate ht mine ! 
May I grafp at empty piraife ; 
And lofe the nyniph, to gain the bays ! 
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ODE 

Sur la Prife lie N a m im, 
^ar Ics Armes du R o i, TAniiee x692- 

Par Monfieur Boileau Desprkavx. 

I. 

OU El. L E do^e & fakitc yvrcflfe. 
Aujourd'hui me fait la loi > 
Chaftcs Nymphes du PcrxncfTQ, 
N'ell-ce pas vous^cpie.jc voi ? 
AccoureZy troupe fgavante : 
Des fonsrque ma lyre enfante^f 
Ccs arbres font rejouis.: 
Marquez en bien la cadence.: 
£t V0US9 vents, faites (ilence : 
}e vsus parler de Louis. 
II. 
Bans fes chanfons immortelles, 
Comme un aigle audacieuxy 
Pindare etendant fes aiflest 
Fuit loin des Tulgaires yeux. 
Mais, 5 ma fidele lyre. 
Si, dans Tardeur q^ii m'infpire, 
Tu peus fuivre mes tranfports 1 
Les chenes des monts de Thrace 
K'onc rien oiii, que n'efEice 
"La douceur de tes accords. 



AN ENGLISH BALLAD, 

<Ofi the Taking of- Namur by the King of 
Great Britain, 1695. 

«« Dulce ch defipere in loco." 

I. and n. 
«^ O ME folios are druiik» yetlid^ot'khow it: : 
' ^ So might not B^icchus give you liw ? " ' 
Was it a Mufe, O lofty Poet, 

Or Virgin of St. Cyr, you faw- ? 
Why all this fury^ what 's the matter,- 

That oaks mufV come from Thtace to danee^? ' 
Muft (lupid flocks'be taught to "^flatter ? 

And is there no fuch wood in France ? 
Why mufl the winds all hold their tongue ? 

If they a little- breath ihould raife. 
Would that httve fpoil'd the Poet's fong, 

Or pulF'd away the Monarch's praife ? 

Pindar, that eagle, mounts the ikie«y. 

While Virtue leads the noble way : - 
T<oo like a vulture Boileau flies. 

Where fordid latereft (hews the;pre3f^ 
AVhen once the Poet's honour ceafes. 

From reafbn far hi&its!anrp0rt9 rove t 
rAnd Boileau, for eight hundred piece^., 

JDdakes Louis take the wall of Jove. 

*G 3 !IH. "Ne^i^jaws. 



ra. 

£ft-ce Apollon et Neptune, 
Pjii fur ces rocs fourcil^cu^ 
Onty compagnons de Fortune, 
Baiti ces hiurs orgueilleux ? 
De leur enceinte iuraeufe 
La Sambre unie a la Meufe, 
Defend le fatal abord ; 
Et par cens bouches horribles 
L*airain fur ces monts terrible^' 
Vomit le fer, & la mort. 

lY. 
Dix mille vaillans Alcides 
Les bordant de toutes parts^ 
D' Eclairs au loin homicides 
Font petiller leurs remparts : 
£t dans fon fein infidele 
Par toute la terre y recele 
Un feu prct a s*elancer, 
Qjii foudain pcr^ant fon goufre, 
Ouvre un fepulchre de foufre, 
A quiconquc ofc avancer. 

V. 
Namur, devant tes murailles 
Jadis la Grcce eut vingt ans 
Sans fruit veu les funerailles 
De fcs plus fiers combattans. 
Qjaelle efFroyable puiffance 
Aujourd'hui pourtant s'avance, 

Pra 
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HI. 

Keptune and SqI cswne from above» 

Sliap'd like Mcgrigny and Vauban :• , ^ 
They arm*d thefe rocks ^ then ihew*d old Jore 

Of Marli wood the wondrous plan. 
Such walls, thefe three wife Gods agreed. 

By human force could ne'er be ihaken : 
But you and I in jEIomer read 

Of gods, as well as ixten^ miflak^m 
Sambre and Maefe t^icir waves may join j . 

But ne'er can Willi^am's force reftrain : 
He'll pafs them both, who pafs'd the Boyne : 

Remember this, and arm the Seine. 

Full fifteen thoufand lu% fellows 

With fire and fword the fort maintain : 
Each was a Hercules, you tell us ; 

Yet out they march'd, like common men. 
Cannons above, and mines below. 

Did death and tombs for foes contrive : 
Yet matters have been order'd fo. 

That moft of us are Hill alive. 
V. 
If Namur be comf)ar'd to Troy ; 

Then Britain's boys exceird the Greeks j 
Their fiege did ten long years employ ; 

We *ve done our bufmefs in ten weeks. 
What godhead does fo taft advance. 

With dreadful power, thofe hills to gain ? 
'Tis Iktle Will, the fcourge of France 5 

No godhead, but the firft of men. 

G 4 ^»^^ 
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Ptcct m Ibiidiover fcs aMMitB ? 
Q|k1 bnut^ q«el feo iVanram e? 
CVft Jupiter en peftene ; 
Oa cVft le Taiwioeiir de Moat. 

^^• 
Kin doote poiiit : c*eft lai-mfmcw 
Toot brille en hii ; toac eft roi. 
Dans Bnizelles Naflau blfme 
Commence i trembler pour roL 
En Tain il real Ic Bative/ 
DcCbnnait dodk efclive, 
]lang€ lous fcs ctendaits : 
£n Tain au lion Belgique 
n Toit r aigle Germanique 
Vni fens les leopards. 

VIL 

Plein de la frayeur nouTcUe, 
Dont fes fens font agitcs, 
A fon fecours il appelle 
Les pcuples les plus vantfs. 
Ccux-la Tiennent du rivage, 
Ou s'enorgueilllc le Tage 
De I'or, qui roule en fes eaux ; 
Ceux-ci des champs, ou la neige 
Det marais de la Nonr^ge 
Keuf mois couvre ks roifeaux. 
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His mortal arm exerts the power 

To keep c*en Monis*s vi6tor «nder« 
And that fame Jupiter no more 

Shall fright the world with impious drondcs. 
VL 
Our King thirs trembles at Kamur ; 

Whilft Villeroy, who ne'er afraid is. 
To Bruxelles marches on fecure. 

To bomb the monks, and fcare the ladies. 
After this glorious expedition. 

One battle makes the Marihal great t 
He mud perform the King's commiiliont 

Who knows but Orange may retreat ? 
Kings are allow'd to fei^ the gout^ 

Or be prevailed with not to fight? 
And mighty Louis hop'd, no doubt. 

That William would prefcrve that right. 
VII. 
f*rom Seine and Loyre, to Rhone and Po, 

See every mother's Ton appear : 
In fuch a cafe ne'er blame a foe. 

If he betrays fome lie tie fesur. 
He comes, the mighty Villeroy comes j 

Finds a fmall river in his way t 
5o waves his colours, beats his drums ; 

And thinks it prudent there to flay. 
The Gallic troops breathe blood and war^ 
' The Marihal cares not to march fader : 
Poor Villeroy moves fo (lowly here, 

We fancied all, it was his Mailer* 

vni. Wia 
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VIII. 
Mais qui fait enJBex la Sambre ? 
Sous les Jumeaux etfraysSf 
Des froids torrens de Deccmbre 
Les chain|>s par tout foot noyes* 
Ceres s'cnfuit, eploree 
De voir en proye a Boree 
Ses guerete d'epics diargesy 
£t fous les urns fangeufes 
Des Hyades oragettfes 
Tous fes trefors fubmerges. 

IX. 

Dcployez toutes yos rages. 
Princes, vents, p^uples, frimats % 
Ramaffez tous vos nuages ; 
RalTemblez tous vos foldats. 
Malgre vous Namur en poudre 
S'en va tomber fous la foudre 
Qui domta Lille, Courtray, 
Gand la fuperbe Efpagnole, 
Saint Omer, Bezan9on, Dole, 
Ypres, Maftricht, & Cambray, 

X. 

Mes pi-^fagcs s'accompliflent : 
II commence a chanceler ; 
Sous les coups qui retentilfent 
Ses murs s'ca vont s'ecroulcr. 



Mar 
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Will no kind Qopd^ ,no fr^eoydly ^^^ 

Difguife the Mar^l*s,pJ^ 4^f&f^ I 
No torrents fwell the Jo?^ ^fH*>59€:.'? 

The world wiU.£i^y^ he d^uil ffot pj^jsj* 
Why will no Hyade^.appcs^^ 

Dear Poet, on the banks of Sambre ; 
Juft as they did that mighty year. 

When you turn'd June into D^evabf^p} 
The water-nymphs are too ^^ifid ... 

To Villeroy ; are thft Jf^vJ-Jj^mp^ {ij.^ 
And fly they alt, at once qafojbio'd 

To ^aine a General, ^md. a ^j^u i 

•■ ^^ 
Truth, juflice, fenfe, religipi}! h^f^ 

May join to fioilh Wijli^m's (Ip^y r. 
Nations fet free may blf& his ^9f^t : 

And France in fecret o^p^ \fk glprjF.. 
But Ypres, Maftricht,. and Cambray^ - 

Befan^pn, Ghent, St. Omers, Lifle, 
Courtray, and Dole — — Ye critics, iajyf. 

How poor to this w;^ Pindar's- ftyje I 
With ekc*s and alfo*s.tack thy ftfcafp^ . 

Great bard ! and (ing the deatbl^i« |'i;ii|c«^ 
Who loft Namur the fyfn^ pamg^g^; ■ 

He bouglu Dixnauyd, apid pluflxJeas'^IJeynfc* 

: X, ... ,,-: 

1 11 hold ten pound my drqsux^ J^.ovMc:: 

I M tell it you, but for tl^ Jjajtjl^ 
Of thofe confounded drums ; Qq dwhif 

Voif' bj^dy rogues intend a battle^ 
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Mars en feu qui les dominCy 
Souffle a- grand bruit leur ruinc^ 
£t les bombes dans les airs 
AUant chercher le tonnere, 
Semblent tombant fur la terrc» 
Vouloir s'ouvrir les enfers. 

XL 

Accourez, KsrfTau, Baviere* 
De ces murs I'unique efpoir : 
A couvert d'une riviere 
Venez : vous pouvez tout voir. 
Confiderez ces approches : 
Voyez grimper fur ces rochcs 
Ces athletes belliqueux ; 
£t dans les eaux, dans la flame, 
Louis a tout donnant I'ame, 
Marcher, courir avec eux. 

XIL 

'Contemplez dans la tempete, 
*Q^i fort de ces boulevars. 
La plume qui fur fa tete 
Attire tous les regards. 
A cet afire redoubtable 
'tToiijours un fort favorable 
S'attache dans les combats : 
£t toujours avec la gloire 
Mars amenant la vi£loire 
Vole, Icle fiiit a grands pa$« 
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Dear me ! a hundred thoufand French 

With terror fill the neighbouring field : 
While William carries on the trench. 
Till both the town and caftle yield. 
Villeroy to Boufflert ihould advance. 

Says Mars, through cannons' mouths in fire f 
Id eft, one Marefchal of France- 
Tells t'other^ he can come no nigher- 
XL 
Regain the lines- the ihorteil way, 

Villeroy j or to Verfaillcs take pofti, 
For, having feen it, thou canft fay 

The fteps, by which NaQnur was loft. 
The fmoke and flame ma.5iryez thy fight: 

Look not once back : but, as thou goe^ 
^ Quicken the fquadron&in dicir flight. 
And bid the devil take the floweft. 
Think not what reafon to produce. 
From Louk to conceal thy fear t 
He 'U own the ftrength of thy excuf&f 
Tell him that William was but there.^ 
XII. 
Kow let us look: for Louis' fisather. 
That us'd to ihine fo like a ftar t 
The Generals could not get together. 

Wanting that influence, great in war. 
^ O Poet I thou hadft been difcreeter, 

Hanging the monarch's hat fo high } 
. Jf thou hadft dubb'd thy ftar, a meteor. 
That did but blaze^ and rove, and die. 
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Xlft. 

Grands deffenfeurs de rEfpagne, 
Montrez-vous : il «n eft tems s 
Courage ; vers la Mahagnc 
Voila vos drapcaux flbitans. 
Jamais fes'ondeis craintives 
N*ont veu fur leiirs foibles rives 
Tant de guerriers S'artafler. 
Courez done : Qui vous retarde ? 
Tout Punivers vous regardc, 
N'ofez vous la traverfer ? 

XIV. 
Loin de fcrmcr le paflTage 
A vos nombreux bacaillons, 
Luxembourg a du rivage 
Recule fes pavilions. 
Quoi ? leur feul afpeft vous gla^? 
Ou font ces- chefs pleins d'audace^ 
Jadis (1 prompts a marcher. 
Qui devoient de la Ti nife, 
Et de la Drave foumife, 
Jufqu' a Paris nous chercher? 

XV. 
Cependant I'efifroi redouble 
Sur les rempacts de Namur. 
Son gouvemeuT qui fe trouble 
S'enfuit fous fon dernier mur. 

3 D€« 



To animttte tJie douljtfiil fight^ 

Namur in vain expe^ that ray^ - 
In vain France hopes, the ^fcly light 

Should fhine near- William's^ M\tr day 7 
It knows Verfailies, its prDperibtion^ 

Nor cares for any foBcigii fphere t 
Where you fee Bpileau's confle^atiQa9 

Be fure no danger can be near«, 

XIV; 
The French had gather*d all their forcr? 

And William met them in their tray ; 
Yet off they bruih'd, both foot and' hbdc. 

What has friend Boilcau left te fay? 
When his high Mufe is bent upon 't^ 

To fmg her king — ^that great coinmandciij* 
Or on the ihores of Hellefpont, ' ' 

Or in the valleys near Scamander; 
Would it not fpoil his noble taik» 

If any foolifh Phrygian there is. 
Impertinent enough to afk. 

How far Namur may be &om Paris ? 

XV. 
Two ftanzas more before we end. 

Of death, pikes, rocks, arms, brickS| and £re t 
Leave them behind you, honeft friend ; 
And with your countrymen retire. 

Your 
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Beja jufques a fes portet. 

Je voi monter nos. cohortesy 

La flame & le- fer en nmn t. 

£t fur les nionceaux depiquesy 

De corps mortSy de rocs» djB briques, 

Sl'ouvrir un large chemim 

XVI. 

C'cn eft fait. Je viens d'entendrft 
Sur ces rochers fperdus 
Battre un iigual pour fe rendre ; 
Le feu qsSk, lis font rendus. 
Depoiiillez votre arrogance, 
Fiers enemis de la France, 
£t deformais gracieux, 
Allez a Liege, a Bruxellet, 
Porter les humbles novelles 
Pc Namur pris a tos yeux. 
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Your ode is fpoik ; Namur is freed ; 

For Dixmuyd fomething yet j| diy: : 
So good count Guifcard may proceed ; 

But Bouffiers> Sir, one word with you^-^ 

XVI. . . 

'Tis done. In fight of thcfe commanden. 

Who neither fight, nor raife the fiege, 
The foes of France march fafe through Flanders'; 

Divide to Bruxelles, or to Liege. 
Send, Fame, this news to Trianon, 

That Bouffiers may new honours gain : 
He the fame pity by land has (hewn, 

As Tourville did upon the main. 
Yet is the Marihal made a peer : 

O WilHam, may thy arms advanct I 
That he may lofe Dinantc next year, 

And fo be conflable of Fraacf . 
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AN O D E^ 



nn H E merchant, to fccurc his trcafure^ ■ 
-*■ Conveys it in a borrowed name : 

£uphclia fcrves to grace my meafure ^ 
* But Cloe is my real flame. 

II. 

My fofteft verfe, my darling lyre. 

Upon Euphelia's toilet lay j 
When Cloe noted her dcfire, 

That I (hould fmg, that I fhould play« 

III. 

My lyre I tune, my voice I raife, 
But with my numbers mix my iighs ; 

Andy whilft I (ing Euphelia's praife, 
I fix my foul on Cloe's eyes. 

IV. 
Fair Cloe blufh'd : Euphelia frown'd r 

I fung, and gaz'd : I play'd, and trembled r 
And Venus to the Loves around 

Remarked; how ill wc all diiTcmblcd. 
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"Prefented to the King, at his Arrival in Holland, 
after the Difcovery of the Conspiracy, 1696. 

'' Serus in coelum redeas* diuque 
'* Laetui interfis populo Qjairini : 
« Neve te noftris vitiis iniquum 

" Ocyor aura 
«* Tollat — '* Hon ad Auguftunu 

"XT E careful angels, whom eternal Fate 
•^ Ordains, on earth and human a6ls to wait ; 
Who turn with fecret power this reftlefs ball, 
And bid predeflin'd empires rife and fall : 
Your facred aid religious naonarchs own j 
When firft they merit, tlien afcend the thione : 
But tyrants dread you, left your juft decree 
Transfer the power, and £et the people free. 
See refcued ^Britain at your altars bow ; 
And hear her hymns youi happy care avow: 
That ft ill her axes and her rods fupport 
The judge's, frown, and grace the awful court | 
That Law with all her pompous terror ftand^. 
To wreft tlie dagger from the traitor's hands ,• 
And rigid Juftice reads the fatal word, 
Foifes the balance tirft, then draws tlie Iword. 

Britain her fafety to your guidance owns, 
That ihe can feparace pariicidcs from (om; 
:That, impious rage difarm'd, flie lives and reigns, 
Her freedom kept by him, who l^ioi^c her chains. 

H 2 Kv.^ 
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And thouy great minidery above the reft 
Of guardian fpirits, be thou for ever blcft ; 
Thou who of old waft fent to Ifrael's court. 
With fccrei aid great David's ftrong fupport^ 
To mock the frantic rage of cruel Saul, 
-And ftrike the ufelefs javelin to the wall. 
Thy later care o'er William's temples held, 
i)n Boyne's propitious banks, the heavenly fiiield j 
When power divine did fovereign right declare ; 
And cannons mark'd whona they were bid to fpare. 

Still, b^eficd angel, be thy care the fame ! 
Be Wrlliam's life untouched, as is his fame ! 
Let him own thine, as Britain owns his hand s 
Save thou the King, as he has fav'd the land ! 

We angels' forms in pious monarchs view; 
Wc reverence William ; for he afts like you^ 
Like you, commiilion'd to chaftife and blefs. 
He muft avenge the world, and give it peace. 

Indulgent Fate our potent prayer receives ; 
And ftill Britannia fmilcs, and William lives. 
The hero dear to earth, by heaven belov'd. 
By troubles muft be vex'd, by dangers prov'd : 
His foes muft aid, to make his fame complcat. 
And fix his throne fecure on their defeat. 

So, though with fudden rage the tempcft comet x 
Though the winds roar ; and though the water f^ms i 
Imperial Britain on the fea looks down, 
And fmiling fees her rebel-fubje6ls frown. 
Striking her cliff, the ftorm confirms her power ; 
Tlie waves but whiten her triumphant fliorc ; 

< la 
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In vain they would advance, in vain retreat-; 
Broken they dafh, and perifh at her feet. 

For William dill new wonders ihall be fhown : 
The powers, that refcued, (hall prcferve the throne. 
Safe on his darling Britain's joyful fea, 
Beliold, the monarch plows his liquid way t 
His fleets in thunder through the world declare, 
Whofe empire they obey, whofe arms they bear. 
Blcfs'd by afpiring winds, he finds the (brand 
Blacken'd with crouds ; he fees the nation (lai^» 
Bleffing his fafcty, proud of his command. 
In various tongues he hears the captains dwell 
On their great leader's praife ; by turns they tell. 
And liften, each with emulous glory fir'd, 
How WiJKam con(iuer*d, and how France retir'd ; 
How Belgia, freed, the hero's arm confef&'d, 
But trembled for the courage which (he bl^ft. 

Q Lonis, from this great example know. 
To be at once a hero and a f6e r 
By (bunding trumpets, hear, and rattling drums. 
When William to the open vengeance comes : 
And fee the foldier plead the monarch's right. 
Heading his troops, and foremoft in the fight. 

Hence then, clofe ambu(h and perfidious war^ 
Dovfn to your native feats of night repair. 
And thou, Bellona, weep thy ci-uel pride 
Rcflrain'd, behind the viflor's cha- iot tied 
in brazen knots and everlafHng chains . 
(^ Europe's peace, fo William's fate ordains X 

H % While 
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While on the ivory chair, in happy Aatc, 

He fits, fecure in innocence, and great 

In rcG;al clemency ; and views beneath 

Aveitcd darts of rage, and pointlcfs arms of death. 



THE SECRETARY. 

Written at The Hague, 1696. 

TXTHILE with labour afTiduous due pleafure I miz, 
^ ^ And in one day atone for tlie bufinefs of fix. 
In a little Dutch chaife on a Saturday night. 
On my left-hand my Horace, a Nymph on my right: 
No memoirs to compofc, and no poft-boy to move. 
That on Sunday may hinder the foftncfs of love j 
For her, nciihcr vifits, nor parties at tea. 
Nor the long-winded cant of a dull refugee. 
This night and the next fhall be her*8, fhall be mine. 
To good or ill-fortune the third we refign : 
I'hus fcorning the world, and fuperior to fate, 
I drive on my car in proceflional (late. 
Ho with I ilia through Athens Pififlratus rode | 
Men thought her Minerva, and him a new god. 
But why fhould I (lories of Athens rehearfe. 
Where |)eoplc knew love, and were partial to verfe 1 
Since none can with juflice my plcafures oppofe. 
In Holland half drowned in interell and profe ? 
liy Greece and pad ages what need 1 be tried. 
When The Hague and the prefcnt arc botii on my fide ? 

And 



PRIOR'S PO'EI^'^ iSi 

And is it enough for the joys of the day. 

To think what Anacreon or Sappho woul4 fay? 

When good Vandergbcs, and his provident Vrow, 

As they gaze on my ttiUinj^hy ^o freely allow. 

That, fearch all the province, youll find no man dar is. 

So bleft as the Engliihen H^r Secreur* is. 



TO CLOE WEEPING.. 

SE E, whilft thou weep'ft, fair Cloc, fee 
The world in fympathy vdth thee. 
The chearful birds no longer fing j 
Each drops his head, and hangs his wing. 
The clouds have bent their bofom lower. 
And ihed their forrows in a ihower. 
The brooks beyond their limits flow { 
And louder murmurs fpeak their woe. 
The nymphs and fwaihs adopt thy cares | 
They heave thy fighs, and weep thy tears. 
FantalHc nymph ! that grief ihould move • 
Thy heart obdurate againfl love. 
Strange tears ! whofe pqwf?r can foften all^ 
But that dear breafl on ^yhlch they fall.. 



ti 4 ' "T* 
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To Mr. H o w A B. !>• 
AN ODS. 

I. 

TXEAR Howard, from the foft aflaults of love, 
•^^ Poets and Painters never are fecure | 
Can I untouch'd the fair-one's palCons move ; 

Or thou draw beaQty, and not feel its power* 
11. 
To great Apelles when young Ammon brought 

The darling idol of his captive heart} 
And the pleas'd nymph with kind attention fat, 

To have Tier charms recorded by his art : 
III. 
The amorous maftcr own'd her potent eyes ; 

Sigh*d when he look'd, and trembled as he drcvv^ 
Each flowing line confirmed his firfl furprize, 

And« as the piece advanced, the pafTion grew. 
IV. 
While Philfp's font while Venus' fon, was near^ 

What different tortures does his bofom feel ! 
Great was the Rival, and the God fevere : 

Nor could he lude his ffame, nor durf! reveal* 

y. 

The prince, renown'd in bounty as in arms. 

With pity faw the illconceard diftrefs ; 
Quitted his title to Campafpe's charms, 
^ J^d gave the fair-o^e to the Ihend's embrace. 

VI. Thut 
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VI. 

Thus the more beauteous Cloc fat to thee. 
Good Howards emulous of the Grecian art : 

Bur happy thoU» from Cupid's arrow free^ 
And flames that pierc'd thy predcccflbr's heart f 

vir. 

Had thy poor bread leceiv'd an equal pain j 

Had I been vefked with the monarches power; 
Thou mufl have figh'd, unlucky youth, in vain ; 

Nor from my bounty hadil thou found a cure, 
VIII. 
Though, to oonvince thee tliat the friend did feel 

A kind concern for thy ill-fated care, 
I would have foothM the flame I could not heat ; 

Given thee the world 5 though I with-held the fair. 



LOVE DISARMED. 

TJENEATHa myrtle's vcixJant ftadc 
-^^ As Cloe half afleep was laid 9 
Cupid perch'd lightly on her breaO:, 
And in that heaven deitr'd to reft : 
Over her paps his wings he fpread; 
Between he found a downy bed, . 
And nefUed-in his little head. 

Still lay the God : the nymph, furprh'd,. 
Yet miftrefs of herfelf, devis*d, 
How (he the vagrant might inthral), 
Aad captive him, wIk) captives all. 



} 
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Her bodice half-way fhe uxilac'd ; 
About his arms fiie flily cad 
The filken bond, and held him fafV. 

The god awak'd ; and thrice in vailt 
He firove to break the cruel chain i 
And thrice in vain he fhook his wing. 
Incumbered in the iilken fbingi 

Fluttering the God» and weeping, faid. 
Pity poor Gupid, generous maid. 
Who hi^pe&'d, bciiig blind, to (bray. 
And on thy bofom lofVhis way ; 
Who ftray'd, alas ! but knew toe well. 
He never there muft hope to dwell : 
Set an unhappy prifoner fiee^ 
Wlio ne'er intended harm to tbeew 

To me pertains not, fiie replies. 
To know or care where Cupid flies ; 
What tre his haunts, or which his way $ 
Where he would dwell, or whither (bray a 
Yet will I never fet thee free ; 
For harm was meant, and harm to me. 

Vain fears that vex thy virgin heart! 
ril give thee up my bow and darts 
Untangle but this cruel cliai&t 
And freely let me fly again. 

Agreed : fecure my virgin heart » 
Inftant give up thy bow and dart t 
The chain Y\\ in return untie | 
And freely thou again flialt fly. 



} 
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Thus {|ie the captive did deliTcr ; 
The captive thus gave up hU quiver* 
The God difarmM, e'er (ioce tlofiX dt^ft 
PalTes his life in harinUff pl^yj 
Flies round, or fits upon her breaft, 
A little, fluttering, idle gueft. 

E'er finccL that day, the bfautegus omi^v 
Governs the world in Cupid's ilead ; 
Dirc£bs his irrow as ihe wills ; 
Gives grief, or pleafure ; fparecy Of lylla. 



C L O E HUNTING. 

T> E H IND her neck her comely treOes tiedf 

■*-^ Her ivory quiver graceful by her lide, 

A-hunting Cloe wcot : ibe loft her way. 

And through the woods uncertfun chanc'd to ftrayv 

Apollo, pafling by, beheld the maid $ 

And, fifter dear, bright Cynthia, turn, he faid : 

The hunted hind lies dofe in yonder brake. 

Loud Cupid laugh'd,. to fee the God's miAake ; • 

And, laughing, cried. Learn better, great divine;^ 

To know thy kindred, and to honour mine. 

Rightly advis'd, far hence thy iifter feek. 

Or on Meander's bank, or Latinus' peak. 

But in this nympib* my friend, my fifter koowj 

She draws my. arrows, and (he bends my bow : 

Fair Thames itie haunts, and every nei^ibouring grove, 

Sacred to foft recefs, and gentle love. 

Co, 
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Go, with thy Cynthia, hurl the pointed fpcar 

At the rough boar, or chafe tlie flying deer : 

I and my Cloe take a nobler aim .* 

At human hearts we fling, nor ever mifs the gaoie: 



CUPID AND GANYMEDE, 

T N Heaven, one holy-day, you read 
•^ In wife Ariacreon, Ganymede 
Drew heedlefs Cupid in, to throw 
A main, to pafs an hour, or fo. 
The little Trojan, by the way, 
By Hermes taught, play'd all the play. 

The god unhappily engaged. 
By nature rafh, by play enrag'd, 
Complain'd, and figh'd, and cried, and fretted ; 
I./oft every earthly thing he betted : 
In ready money, all the ftore 
Pick'd-up long fmce from Danae's fhower ; 
A fnuff-l)ox, fet with bleeding hearts, 
Rubies, all pierc'd with diamond darts ; 
His nine-pins made of myrtle wood 
(The tree in Ida's foreft flood) | 
His bowl pure gold, the very fame 
Which Paris gave the Cyprian dame; 
Two table-books in (hagreen covers, 
Fiird with good verfe from real lovers 5 
Mcrchandife rare ! a billet-doux, 
Its matter pafhonatc, yet true j 

Hcapa 
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Heaps of hair-rings, and cyphered feals } 
Rich trifles ; ferious bagatelles* 

What fad diforders play begets ! 
Defperate and mad, at length he fets 
Thofe darts, whofe points makes gods adore 
His might, and deprecate his power : 
Thofe darts, whence all our joy and pain 
Arife : thofe darts — Come, feven's the mainy ' 
. Cries Ganymede : tlie ufual trick : 
Seven, ilur a fix ; eleven : a nick. 

Ill news goes faft : 'twas quickly known* 
That (imple Cupid was undone. 
Swifter than lightning Venus flew : 
Too late (he found the thing too true* 
Guefs how die goddefs greets her fon r 
Come higher, firrah; no;, begone i . 
And, hark ye, is it £0 ii^deed ? 
A comradt you for Ganymede } 
An imp as wicked, for liis age. 
As any earthly lady*s page ; 
A fcandal a^d a fcourge to Troy ; 
A prince's fbn ; a black-guard boy; 
A fharper, that with box and dice 
Draws in youn^ deities to vice. 
All Heaven is by the ears togetlier, . 
Since firft that little rogue came hither : 
Juno herfelf has had no peace : 
And truly I *vc been favour'd Icfs : 
For Jove, as Fame reports (but Faroe 
Says things not fit for me to name). 

Has 
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Has afbed ill for fucli a god/ 
And taken ways extremely odd. 

And thou, unhappy child, ftit faicl, 
(Her anger by her grief allay'd) 
Unhappy child, who thus haft loft 
All the cftatc we e'er could lx)aft ; 
, Whither, O whither wilt thoo run. 
Thy name dcfpis'd, thy wcaknefs known ? 
Kor Ihall thy flirine on earth be crown'd ; 
>Ior fhall thy power in Heairfcn be own'd ; 
When thou nor man nor god canft wound. 

Obedient Cupid kneeling critd, 
Ceafc, deareft ttiotlicr, tcafc td chide : 
Gany*s a cheat, and I 'm a bubble : 
Yet why this great exceft of trouble ? 
The dice were falfc : the darts are gone r 
Yet how are you, or I, tindoni ? 

The lofs of thcfe I can fupply 
With keener fliafcs from Cloe's eye f 
Fear not we e'er can be difgrac'd, 
Wiiilc that bright magazine fhall laft : 
Your ciouilcd altars ftill (hall fmoke j 
And man your friendly aid invoke : 
jove (hall again revere your power. 
And rife a Iwau, or fall a (howcr. 



} 
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CUPID MISTAKEN. 

I. 
A S ^ftcr noon, one funani<ar*$^»y, 
-^^ Venus flood batWng in a river j 
Cupid a-lhooting went that way. 
New ftrunj; Jiis bow^ fie>f fill'd hfi quiver- 
XL 
With ikill he ^oit his iharpeft dait, 

With all his might his bow he dctM; 
Swift to his beauteous parent's hem 
The toorwelUguided arrow fiew* 
III. 
I faint I I die I the goddefs cried : 

cruel, could*ft thou find none othtr^ 
To wreck thy fjp^een on ? parricido^^ 

Like Nero» thou haft (lain thy motlier. 
IV. ' 

Poor Cupid fobbing icarce could fpe^ ; 

Indeed^ Manuna, I did not know ye r 
Alas ! hopK eafy my miftake > 

1 took you for your likenefs Cloe* 

VENUS MISTAKEN. 

I. 

"TXTHEN Cloe's pifture was to Venus fhown j 
Surprized, the goddefs took it for her own. 
And what, faid ihe, does this bold painter mean ? 
When- was I bathing thus, and naked fecn ? 

7 lU^V^^'C^ 



it3 PRIOR'S POEMS. 

II. 

Pleas'd Cupid heard» and dieck'd lus modier't pride : 
And who's blind now» Mamma ? the urchin cried. 
'Tis Cloe's eye» and cheeky and lip, and breaft : 
Friend Howard's genius fancied all the reft. 



A S O N a 

T F wine and muiick have the power 
^ To ea& die ficknefs of the foul} 
Let Phoebus every firing explore ; 

And Bacchus fill the fprightly bowl. 
Let them their friendly aid employ. 

To make my Cloe's abfence light} 
And fcek for pleafure, to deiboy 

The forrows of this live-long mghc 

But (he to-morrow will return : 

Vcnusy be thou to-morrow great ; 
Thy myrtles ffarowy thy odours bom ; 

And meet thy favourite nymph in flate. 
Kind goddefsi to no other powers 

Let us to-morrow's bleilings own : 
Thy darling loves (hall guide the hours ; 

And aU the day be tliine alone. 



THE 
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THE DOVE. 

^ — Taatxae mxm codflffiibus ira&i" Vi&a. 

I. 

TN Virgirsiaered ^vrfe we find, 
^ That paffion can dcpreft or raife 
The hcaveidy, as the human mind s 

Who dare deny lAat Vii^il fap ? 
li. 
But, if they ihould* what cmr great mafter 

Has thus I«d4own, my tale §M prove t 
Fair Venus wqpt the hi difafier 

Of having loft her favourite IKnre; 

HI. 

In comphnfance poor Cupid moum'd;; 

His grief refiev'd his mother's para $ 
He vow'd he 'd kave no ftone initum^dy 

But fte ftovld hare her Dove again. 

Though none, fttd he» ihall yet 'be nam^d, 

I knew tile Mon well enough-: 
Sut be (he not. Mamma, eondemn'd 

Withove a hkr and legsd pxoof. 
V. 
With tliat, hfs longed dart he took. 

As conftabfe would take his ilaff « 
That gods de€re like men to look. 

Would make^ev'a Heradicas laugh. 
Vol. L I VL Lw^'% 
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VI. 

Love's fubalternsy a duteous band. 

Like watchmen, round thchr chief appear : 
Each had his lantern in his hand ; 

And Venus malk'd brought up the rear, 
VU. 
AccoutcrM thus, their eager ftep 

To Cloe's- lodging they direftcd r 
(At once I write, alas ! and weep. 

That Cloe is of theft fufpcacd). 
VIIL 
Late they fet out, had far to go : 

St. Dunftan's as they pafs*d ftruck one. 
Cloe, for reafons good, you know. 

Lives at the fober end o' th' town. 
IX. 
V^ith one great peal they rap the door^ 

Like footmen on a vititing-day. 
Folks at her houfe at fuch an.hovr ! 

Lord ! what will all the neighbours fay ? 
X. 
The door is open : up they run : 

Nor prayers, nor tlu-cats, divert their fpeed i 
Thieves ! thieves ! cries Sufanj we 're undone; 

They 11 kill my miftrefs in her bed. 
XI. 
In bed indeed the nymph had been 

Three liours : for, all hiftorians fay. 
She commonly went up at ten, 

Unlefs piquet was in the way, 

XXL Sb( 
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XII.> 

She w^'dy be firre,i.with ftrtrngc fiMprizt-i • 

O Cupidy is tliis nght erla^^ 
Thus to difturb the brighteft>^e6^ 

That ever llept, or ever fiw ? 
XIIL 
Have yon obfcrv'd a fitting hare, 

Liflening, and fearful of the ftorm 
Of horns and hounds, clap back her ear. 

Afraid to keep, or leave her form ? 
XIV. 
Or have you markM a partridge quake> 

Viewing the towering falcon nigh ? 
She cuddles low behind the brake : 

Nor would flie ftay : nor dares ihe fly. 
XV. 
Then have you feen the beauteous maid ; 

When gazing on her midnight foes. 
She turn'd each way her frighted head, 

Then funk it deep beneath the cloath^. 
XVI. 
Venus this While was in the chamber 

Incognito : for Sufan faid. 
It fmelt fo ftrong of myrrh and amber—* 

And Sufito is no lying maid.' 
XVIIv 
But, (ince we have no prefent need 

Of Venus fbr an epiibde : 
With Cupid let us e'en proceed $ 

And thus to C!oe fpoke the god s 

I 2 XVIll. ^^^ 
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xvm. 

Hold op your hnd: li«lil «p ^povr k«|A » 

Woald it wcR hoc my lot to iirnr yt 
This cruel wii^ wheras yoa ftud 

Indidcd by the name of (loc I 
XDL 
For that, hy fecrct aalicc fiiiT'd, 

Or by an cmuloos pridp inTitcdy 
Tou haipe pudoin'd the fivounte hic^^ 

In vdiidi my mother mo(k delimited. 
XX. 
Her bluflii^g face ^ lovely maid 

Rais'd juSk above the miUL-white fiict^^. . 
A rofe-tree in a fily bed 

Nor glows fo xedy nor bveashet fo fwet^ 
XXI. 
Are you noc be whom virgins iear» 

And widows court ? is not your napie 
Cupid ? If fo« pny come not near — 

Fair maida\» I 'm the very fame. 

xxu. 

Then what I^vc ly good iirt to fajp 

Or do with her you call your mochcr? 
If I (hould meet her in my way» 

We hardly courtTy to each other. 
XXIII. 
Diana chafte, and Hebe fwec^ 

Witnefs that what I fpea]^ is true t 
I would not give my Paroquet 

For all the Dpycs th^ ever flew* 

acxiv. Yci^ 



PKIOR'S POEMa ti7 

XXIV. 

Yet» to compofe thi& midnight noifey 

Go f jf«ely fesurch wheK*«'er you pleafe 
(The rage, that rais'd, adoni'd ker voice}-^ 

Upon yon' totkt lie my key«. 
XXV. 
Her keys he takes $ her doors Unlocks i 

Thnrai^ wardrobe and through ch>fet kotnces | 
Peeps into every chdl akid bdx | 

Turns all her furbeloes tod floiUlcfSk 
XXVI. 
But Dove, depend on% finds he none; 

So td the bed returns again s 
And now the maiden, bolder grown, 

Begki to treat him "Kdtii dHihin. 

ixrii. 

I tattttl tatch, fhe fbitin^ fitf d^ 

Your poultry cfthnot ytt ht found t 
Lies he hi yonder flipper de*d^ 

th, may be, in the tea«p6e dtovm'd } 
XXVIIL 
No, traitor, aftgty Lovt replies. 

He 's Md fefftewhete sJbOut yotr bhfikft ^ 
A ^ict nor god nor man denies, 

Fof Viiitis* I)ove the proper ncft. 
XXIX. 
SSjCfch fhen. At faid, put in your hahd. 

And Cynthia, de^ prbteftrefs, guatd «tt f 
As guilty I, 6r fiee, xhay fland, 

Do dioa or pitHk or reward vht. 

I 3 XXX. But 
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XXX. 

But ah ! what maid to Love can truft ? 

He fcoras, Jind breaks, all legal power r 
Intplicr breaft his hand he thruft ; 

And in a moment forc'd it lower. 
XXXI. 
O, whither do thofe fingers rove, 

•Cries Cloc, treacherous urchin, Avhither^ 
O Venus ! I fliall find thy Dove, 

Says he j for Aire 1 touch his feather. 

A LOVER'S ANGER. 

A S Cloe came into the room t* other day, 
•*^ ^ I peevifli began j where fo long could you ftay ? 
In your life-time you never regarded your hour : 
You promised at two ; and (pray look, child) 'ds four. 
A lady*s watch needs neither figures nor whetls j 
'Tis enough, that 'tis loaded with baubles and feals. 
A temper fo heedlefs no mortal can bear ■— 
Thus far I went on with a refolute air. 

Lord blefs me ! faid (he ; let a body but fpeak ! 
Here 's an ugly hard rofe-bud fallen into my neck : 
It has hurt me, and vext me to fuch a degree — 
Sec here ! for you never believe me j pray fee. 
On the left fide -my bread, what a mark it has madci 
So faying, her bofom fhe carelefs difplayM. 
That feat of delight I with wonder furvey'd ; 
And forgot every word I defign'd to have iakU 



} 
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MERCURY and CUPID. 

T N fuUcn humour One day Jove 
•*• Sent Hermes down to Ida's grove^ 
Commanding Cupidxto deUver 
His ftore of darts, hk total quiver ; 
That ^rmes ihould the weapons, break. 
Or throw them into Lethe's lake. 

Hermes, you know, mud do his errand : 
He found his man, produced his warrant t 
Cupid ! your darts -i-* this very hour- 
There 's no contending againft power I 

How fullen Jupiteiv juft now, 
I think I faid : and you 'U allow. 
That Cupid was as bad as he : 
Hear but the youngfter's repartee. 

Come, kinfman (faid the little god). 
Put off your wings, lay by your rod ; 
Retire with me to yonder bower ; 
And reft yourfeif for half an hour : 
•Tis far indeed from hence to Heaven 5 
But you fly faft ^ and 'tis hut feven. 
We '11 take one- cooling cup of neftar 5 
And drink to this celeftial He£tor. 

He break my darts! or hurt my power ! 
He, Leda's fwan, and Danae's ihower ! 
Go, bid him his wife tongue reftrain ; 
And mind hi» thunder, and his rain.— ^ 

I 4 My 



My darts ! O certainly 1 11 give 'cm : 
From Cloe's eyes he fiudl receive 'em. 
There's ooe, die heft in aH ay qurvei^ 
Twang ! through his very heart and liver | 
He then fhall pine, aadl figh, and rave ; 
Good Lord I what buftle ikdi we have t 
Keptune muft fbrait be fient ti» fea ; 
And Flora fumraoa'd twice a day c 
One muft find iiclisy and c* edier fiowcn^ 
For cooling grotv, and fragrant bowerSy. 
That Cloe may be ferv'd in ftate : 
The Hovii muft at her toilet wait : 
Whilft aU tkt xtafontng fools below 
Wonder theis watcbct go too ilow. 
Lybs mud fly foach, and Sums tz&p 
For jewels for her hair and bre^. 
No matter, though thctr croel hafte * 
Sink cities, and ky fbiefb wafte. 
No matter, though this fleet be loft ^ 
Or that lie wind-bound on the coafL 
What whifpering in my mother^ ear * 
What care, that Juno ihould not hear f 
What work among you fcholar gods \ 
Phcebus muft wfioe him amorous ode9. 
And thou, pooc ceufia, aauft coofofe 
His letters in fubmifive pro£e t 
Whilft haughty Ck>c, t» fuftaia 
The honour of my myftic feign» 
Shall all his ^Sn. an^ vows diiidaiB i 
And laugh at jouk old buUy'» [ 



) 
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Dear couz, faid Hermes is » fright. 
For HeavenVfiaiA ! keep yaat dans t goftdl aigfit. 



On BEAUTY^ ft RiDDtB. 

"O ESOL VE me, Ooe, what i$ this : 
■■^ Or forfeit me one precious kifs. 
^is the firft offipring of the Graces 5 
Bears different forms in different places ; 
Acknowledge fine, where'er beheld j 
Yet fancied finer, when conceaVd. 
'Twas Flora's wealth, and Circe's charm 5 
Pandora's box of good and harm ; 
Twas Mars's wiih, Eadymlon^s dream 1 
Apelles' draughty and Ovid's theme.^ 
This guided Thefeus through Ae mazcf 
And fent hhn home with life and |^ife : 
But this undid the Pinyg^an boy; 
And blew the flames^ diat rrniiM Troy. 
This fhew'd great kiadnefs to old Gieecey 
And help'd rich Jafon to the fleece. 
This through the Eaft jatt vengeance hurl'd'. 
And loft poor Anthony Ae world. 
Injur'd, though L uct e c e fbtmd her doom,. 
This banifh'd tyranny from Rome. 
Appeas'd, though Lais gain'd hti hire ; 
This fet Perfepolis on fire. 
For this Alcides leam'd to fpin : 
. Uis club laid down, and licm's ikin» 

For 



For this Apollo deign'd to keep, 
.-'With fervile care, a mortal's iheep.. 
For this the father of the Gods, 
Content to leave his high abodes^ 
In* borrowed figures loofely ran, 
Europa's bull, and Leda's fwan. 
For this he reafTumes the nod 
(While Semele commands the Gojd)^{ 
Launces the bolt, and ihakes the, poles ; 
Though Momus laughs, and Juno fcold«» 

Here liftening Cloe fmil'd, and faid i 
Your liddle is not hard to read : 
I guefs it — Fair-one, if you do ; 
Need I, alas! the theme purfue ? 
For this, thou fec'ft, for this I leave. 
Whatever the world tliinks wife or grave^ 
Ambition, bufinefs, friendihip, news. 
My ufeful books, and ferious Mufe. 
For this, I willingly decline 
The mirth of feads, and joys of wine s 
And chufe to (it and talk with thee 
(As thy great orders may decree) 
' Of cocks and bulls, and flutes and fiddles, 
' Of idle tales, and foolifh riddles. 



rB 
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THE XLU E S T I O N, 

To L I 8 E T T A. 



"TXT HAT I^TyiRf^ ihould I admire, or trui^ 
^ ^ But Cloc beauteous, Cloe juft ? 
What Nymph fhould I deiire to fee. 
But her who leaves the plain for me ? 
TV) whom ihould I compofe Ae layv 
But her who liftens when I play ? 
To whom in fong repeat my cares. 
But her who in my forrow Ihares ? 
For whom fhould I the garland make. 
But her who joys the gift to take. 
And boafts ihe wears it for my fake ? 
In love am I not fully bleft ? 
Lifetta, pr'ythee tell the^reft. 



} 
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O UR^ Clofrjuft, and Cloe fair, 
*^ Defenres to be your only care : 
But, when you and (he to-day 
Far into the wood did ftray. 
And I happened to pafs by; 
Which way did 3rou caft your eye ? 
But, when your caies to her you (ing, 
^ Yet dare not telHier whence they fpringj 

Docs 
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Does it not more i€U£b your lkeait» 
That in thofe cares (he bears a part ? 
When yoa the flowers for Cloe twine. 
Why do you to her garland join 
The meaneft bud that fails from mine ? 
Snqiieft of fwains ! the worM may £etp 
Wliom Cloe lofcs, and wbo lofct me. 



THE GARLAND. 

nr^ H E pride o£ erexy grove I choi^ 

*'' The viokt fweet^ and lily £ur» 

The dappled pink, and bluflung ro£e. 

To deck my ckarming Cloe's hair. 

n. 

At mom the nymph vouchfaf 'd to place 

Upon her brow the variovs wreath; 
The flowers Icfs blooming than her face. 

The fcent Icfs fragrant than her breatlu 

in. 

Tlie flowers flie wore along the day : 

And every nymph and fhcpherd (£&, 
That in her hair they look'd mora gay 

Than glowing in their natrvt bidi 
IV. 
Vndreft at evening, when Ae fofon^ 

Their odonrs lo#, their coloura ptft ; 
She rhang*d her look^ and on the grovad 

Her garland and kef eyt ftc ctfu 

5 V. That 
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V. 

That eye dropt fenfe diftinfi: and clear. 

As any MWs temguQ «ndd fp«ak, 
When from its lid a m^y t^r 

Ran trickling down h^r beauteous cheeky 
VI. 
BifTembling wtuft I ]u^v top VfiH, 

My love, my Ijifi*, f^id X, explain 
This change of h^koicniu: : pr'ythe^ De}l : 

That falling tear — what doQS it meaa ? 
VII. 
She figh'd ; ihe fmil'd : and to the flowers 

Pointing, th^ lowly Moralift £|id t 
See, friend, in fome few fleeting hours. 

See yonder, what a change is made. 
VHI, 

Ah me ! the bloooMi^ ]pri4c ef lyfs(3b 
And thsn^qi Beauty, a|c hoc qq$ t 

At mom bodi ia^rifli \m^ as4 i^Ti 
Both fade at evening, pale, and gone. 
Df. 

At dawn poor Stella, dan^ a|id fiuig ; 
The amorous y^^uth 9xoo^4 ^^ bowU| 

At night her fats|l kiwll was. ru^; 
I faw, and kifs*d her i^ her flirowd. 

Such as fke^l^ vfh^y-d to^lay : 

Such I, alas! vaaifhc-tonvaavraiy^ 
Go, Damon^ bi4 thy MMii<^ di^ay 

The juitice of thy Cloe*$ fonx)W« 

ThA 
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The Lady whb oflfers her Ldokino^glass 

to Venus. 

Taken from an Epigram of Pi, a to. 



TTENU S, ukc my votiTC glafs ; 

^ Since I am not what I wis ^ 
What from this day I (hall be^ 
VenuSf let me nerer fee. 



CLOE JEALOUS. 

L 
Tj^ORBEAR to aik me, why I weep; 
•■^ Vext Cloe to her ihepherd faid 5 
^is for my two poor ftraggling iheep^ 
Perhaps, or for my fquirrel dead. 
II. 
For mind I what you late have writ ? 
Your tuhtle queftions and replies ^ 
Emblems, to teach a female wic 

The wavs, where changing Cupid flies } 
IIL 
Your rwd!e purposed to rehearfe 

The geoenl power that beauty has : 
5«t whr did no peculiar Teife 
Deicnbc cae chann of Ckie*s fkc ? 

• T\-. The 
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IV. 

The glafs, which was at Venus' (hrine. 

With fuch myfterious forrow laid : 
The garland (and you call it ^ioe) 

Which ihcw*A how youth and beauty fadei 
V. 
Ten thoufiuid triflefs light as-thefe> 

Nor can ray vage, nor angeryinove : . 
She ihould be humble, who would pleafer^ 

And fhe muft fufifer, who can love. 
VI. 
When in my glafs I chanc*d to look j 

Of Venus what did I implore ? 
That every grace, which thence I tocik, 

Should know to charm my Damon move» 
VIL 
Readirtg thy verfc'; who heeds; faid I,'.. 

If here 6r thiire his glances flew ? ' 
O, free for ever be his eye, 

Whofb heart to me is always true I 
VIII. 
My bloom indeed, my little flower i 

Of Beiuty quickly loft its pride : 
For, fever'd fron? its native bower. 

It on thy glowing bofom dy'd. 
IX. 
Yet car'd I not what might prefagc; 

Or withering wreath, or fleeting youth; 
Love I efteem'd more ftrong than Age, 

And Time leis permanent than Truth. 
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Why theai I wec^ forbear to Tiumm ; 

Fall uncontroTiI'd» my tensy aadfin^^ 
O Damon ! 'tis tke only woe, 

I ever jet conceal'd from tbctm 
XL 
The fecret would wkh wHcb I hlaoi 

Shdl lie wrapt u|i» ev^n ia my lieacfii j 
But Qfi my toiab-ik)iie tlio« Ihak nuid 

My anfwsr to diy dubioMfi wiib. 

Anfwer to Clqe J^a^oois, in the iame Sdle; 
the Author fidu 

I. 
X^ES, hheUt proof of Beauty's powei^ 
*^ Dear idol i>f my panting hean« 
Nature points this my fata^ houjr : 
And I have Ev'd ; and we muft pait» 
II. 
While now I take my laft adieu> 

Heave thou no iigh, nor ihed a tear 2 
Led yet my half-closM eye may viev^ 
On earth an obje& worth its care. 

m. 

From Jealoufy's tormenting ftrife 

For ever be thy bofom freed : 
That nothing may didurb thy ]ife» 

Content I haften to the dead. 

TV. Yet 
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IV. 

Yet when f6me bettcr-fatcd youcli 

ShaU Vrith his amorous parly move theei 

Refle6fc one moment on bis truth 

Who dying thus, ^eriifls to lov« thee. 



A BETTER ANSWER. 

T^ E A 6. Cloe, how blubbeT*d is that pretty face f 
-■^ Thy check all on fire, and thy hair ail uncurl'dt 
Pr'ythee quit thrts caprice ; and (as old FalftaifFfays) ' 

Let us ev'n talk a Httle like folks of this world. 
IL 
How canft thou prefume, thou hail leave to dcftroy 

The beautieSy which Venus but lent to thy keeping? 
Thofe looks were deiign'd to infpire love and joy : 

More ordinary eyes may ferve peqple for weeping. 

in. 

"To be vest at a trifle or two that I wrtt^ 

Your judgment at once, and my pattioiiy y6u wrong : 
ITou take that for fa^^, which will fcarce be found wit'^ 

OdVHfel muftone-fwcarto thethlthcfafoiig? 

r^. ■• . . 

What I fpdafc, myfdr Cloe, and what I write, flkeWt 
The difference there is bet^xt nature and' ait ? 

S court others iti verfe j but 1 love* theie in pn^c : 
And they bavt my wlumfieSy btxt thctf lUd! «iy hetit.' 

Yoju t XV. The 
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V. 

The God of us verfe-men (you know, childX the Stui, 

How after his journeys he fets up his reft : 
If at morning o'tr eartli 'tis his fancy to run ; 

At night he dechnes on his Thetis's breati. 
VI. 
So when I am wcary*d with wandering all day ; 

To thee my delight in the evening i come : 
No matter what beauties I faw in my way ; 

They were but my vifus, but thou art uiy home.. - 
VII. 
Then finifli, dear Cloe, this paftoral war j 

And let us like Horace and Lydia agree : 
For thou art a girl as much brighter tlun her^ 

As he was a poet fubiimer tlian me. 



PALLAS AND VENUS. 
An Epigram. 

'T^HE Trojan Swain had judgM the great dtfpute, 
"^ And Beauty's power obtained the golden fruit ; 
When Venus, loofe in all her naked chanss» 
JVIet Jove's great daughter clad in (hining arms. 
The wanton gocldcfs view'd the warlike maid 
From licad to foot, ami tauntingly (he faid : 

Yield, fifter; rival, yield : naked, you icc^ 
I vanquilh r gnefs how potent I fliould be. 
If to the field I came in armour dreft ; 
Dreadful, like thine, my Aicld, and terrible m^ cfcft! 

Tbe 

I 
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The warrior goddefs with difdain reply*d : 
Thy folly, child, is equal to thy pride : 
Lera brave enemy for once advife, 
And Venus (if 'tis poiHbk.) be wife* 
Tliou, to be ftrotig, muft put ^ff every dref&'s 
Thy only armour js thy nakednefs ; 
And more than once (or thou art muoh bely'd)( 
By Mars himfelf that armour has beea tiy'd. 



To a young Gentleman in Love. 

A T A L E. 

T^ ROM public noife and fa6tious {infe, 

-*• From all the bufy ills of life, ' : ' 

Take mc, my Cclia, lo thy brcaftj . 

And lull my ^arkd foul to ltd, 

Tor ever, in this, humble cell, 

I^et thee and I, my hir one, dwell; ' 

ISone enter elfc, init Love— and he * 
f Shall bar the door, and keep the key. 

i To painted roofs and ihining fpires 

(Uneafy feats of high defires) 

Let the unthinking many croud, 

That dare be covetous and proud : 

In golden bondage let them wait. 

And barter happinefs for (late. 

But oh ! my Cclia, when thy fwain 

Dcfires to fee a court again. 
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May Heaven around this MtinM htmd 
The choiccft of its curfcs (hflil I 
To fum tip all the rage of. fate 
In the two things I dread 4ind hiau, 
May'ft thott be ftilfe, and I be great h 
Thus, on his Celia's panting breaft^ 
Fond Celadon his foul expreft; 
While with deTrght.the lovely mud ■ 
Receiv'd the vows ihe thus repaid ? 

Hope of my age, joy of my youths 
Bleft rairack of love and truth ^ 
All that could e'er be counted mine. 
My love and life, long fince are thine { 
A real jOy I never knew. 
Till I believ'd thy paflion Cruc : 
A real grief I ne'er can find^ 
Till thou prov^fl perjured, eg upkiiid^ 
Contempt, and poverty,, and care. 
All we abhor, and all we fear, 
Blefl with thy prefence, I ^an bear. 
Through waters and through fUmeS I *11 gp^. 
Sufferer and folace of tljy woe : 
Trace me foroe yet unheard-of way,. 
That I thy ardour may repay; 
And make my cpnflant paflion known. 
By more than woman yet has done. 

Had I a wifh that did not bear 
The {lamp and image of my dear; 
I *d pierce my heart through every ytia^ 
Axrd die, to let it out agayu. . 

5 N«t 



} 



} 



No : Venus Ihall my witnefs be 
(If Venus ever lov'd like mc), 
Thct ibr out Keiii: I vr^vAA not (joit 
My ihepherd's arms, and this retreat. 
To be die Periian Monard\'s bride. 
Partner of all his power and pride ; 
Or rule in regal fbtc abOVe, 
Mother of Gods, and wife of Jove. 
*' O happy thefc of human race !" 
But foon, alas ! our pleafures pafs^ 
He thank'd her on his bended knee i 
Then drank a quart of milk and tea ; 
Andy leaving her ador'd embrace, 
Haften'd to court, to beg a place. 
While ihe, his abfence to bemoan. 
The very moment he was gone, 
CalPd Thyrfis from beneath the bed ! 
Where all this nmc he had been liid, 

MORAL, 

TXTHILE nen havt thtfe ambiciouf faociesf 
^ And wanten wenches read romanceif ' 
Our fex. will— What? One with it. Lycj ■ 
And theirs in equal ftiains vtply. 
The mond of the tale I itng 
(A pofy for a wedding ring> 
In this ihort verie will be ooi^n'd t / 
Love is a jefti and vowaact wind. 

K3 AN 
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AN ENGLISH PADLOCK. 

li^ISS Danat» when fak and youngs 
-*■'-■" (As Horace has divinely fung) 
Could not be kept from Jove's embrace 
By doors of flecl, apd walls of brafs. 
The reafon of the tiling is clear. 
Would Jove the naked tnuth aver. 
Cupid was with him of the party ; 
And fhew'd liimfelf iincere and hearty ^ 
for, give that whipfter but his errand. 
He takes my lord chief juilice' warrant; 
Dauntlefs as death away he walks ; 
Breaks the doors open, fnaps the locksj 
Searches the parlour, chamber, ftudy ; 
Nor flops tiU he has culprit's bjody. 

Since this has been authentic trutli. 
By age delivered down to youth ; 
Tell us, miflaken hufband,'tell »$, 
Why fo myftcrious, why fo jealous ? 
Doe&the reftrsint, the bolt, the Imuv 
Make us Icfs cunous, her lefe fair? 
The fp^> wl^ch does <his treafure keep. 
Docs (he ne'er /ay her prayers, nor ileep^ 
Docs fhe to no excefs incline > 
Does fhe fly mufic, mirth, and wine f 
Or have not gold and flattery power 
To purchafe oat unguaidcvl hour I 
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Your care does further yet extend ; 
That fpy is guarded by your friend.— 
But has this friend nor eye nor heart ? 
May he not feel tlie cruel dart. 
Which, foonxir late, all mortals feel ? 
May he not, with too tender zeal. 
Give the fair prifoner caufc to fee, 
How much he wiihes (he were free ? 
May he not craftily infer 
The rules of friendfliip too fcvere. 
Which chain him to a hated trufl ; 
Which make liim wretched* to be jud ? 
And may not ihe, this darling the. 

Youthful and healthy, flefli and blood, 
^afy with him, ill us*d by tliee. 

Allow this logic to be good ? 

Sir, will your queflions never end? 
I trAift to neither fpy nor friend. 
In fhort, I keep her from the light 
Of every luiman face. — She *11 write. 
From pen and paper flie *s debarred.— 
Has Oie a bodkin and a card? 
She '11 prick her mind. — She will, you fay i 
But how (hall the rtiat mind convey? 
I keep her in one room : i lock it « 
"The key (look here) ^S in this pocket. 
TIk key-hole, is that left ? Moil cer(ain« 
She '11 thrufl her letter through — Sir Martin. 

Dear angry friend, what muft be done } 
Is there no way .>— -There is but one. 

K 4 Seii4 
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Send her abroad r and let her fee. 

That all this minglied mafs, which fhcy 

Bebg forbidden, longs to know^ 

Is a dull farce, an empty fhow. 

Powder, and pocket-glafs, and beau $ 

A flaple of romance and liesy 

Falfe tears and real perjuries : 

Where iighs and looks are bought and fold j 

And love is made but to be told r 

Where the fat bawd and laviih heir 

The fpoil? of ruin'd beauty fliare 5 

And youth, feduc*d from friends and famc^ 

Muft gire up age to want and fhame. 

Let her behold the frantic fcene, 

The women wretched, falfe the men r 

And when, thefe certain ills to fhun^ 

She would to thy embraces runj 

Receive her with extended arms. 

Seem more delighted with her charms j. 

Wait on her to the park and play. 

Put on good-humour ; make her gay; 

Be to her virtues very kind ; 

Be to her faults a little blind ; 

Let all her ways be unconfin*d ; 

And clap your padlock— on her miacU 



) 
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HANS 
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HANS C A & V B Lv 

TTans Ci^RVSIr, i»pptWt»^4oM». 
•*^ Married a lafe g£ I^^d^n jbo^U r . 
Handfome ? enough f pWflernciy g§y : 
Lov'd mu^ compwy* %n4 pliy ; 
High flights^ihe had, and wk at wUli . 
And fo her tongue lay feldom flail * 
For in all vifk( who but ihle^ 
To argue, or to repartee ?• . 

. She made it plain, that human. pgfHon 
Was ordered by predcftination ; 
That, if weak women went a&ray. 
Their fbrs were mow in. fiuilt than tl^yr^ 
Whole tragedies ihe had by heart f 
Enter'd into Roxana's part : 
To triumph ia her rival's bloo4, 
The a6tion certainly was good* 
How like a vine young Aiiimoii curPd I' 
Oh that dear conquercnr of th^ world k' 
She pitied Betterton in age. 
That ridicul'd the god-like rage. 

She, fir^of all the town, was told> 
Where neweft India thinga were ibid r 
So in a mornings without bodice, 
Slipt fometimes out to Mrs« Thody'Sf- 
To cheapen tea, to buy a fcreen : 
Whac cHie could do much iiirtue m<aa 7'' 

Fat, 



All well ; but pr'ytho^^ hoixik Hans^ 

(Says Satan) leav? yoin: PQi»fWftu?CCii.. 

The truth -i» thi» : I c^wiftot ftay 

Flaruig in fan-timfi ell the day : 

For, enire mnts^ wc hellifli fprices 

Love more the £refco of the n^csf 

And oftener .our ceceipte eonvey 

In dreams, than any other way. 

I tell you therefore as a friend, . 

Ere morning dawns^ your fears &all end t 

Go then this evening, mailer Carvel, 

Lay down your fowls, and br«ach your barret} 

Let friends ai}d wine diiiblve your caxe^ 

Wliilft I the great receipt prepare r 

To-night I *11 bring it, by my fakh f 

Believe /or once what Satan faith. 

Away went Hans : glad } not a litde ^ . 
Obey'd the Devil to a tittle ; 
Invited friends fome half a dozen,. 
The Colonel and: my Lady's coufin. 
The meat wasferv'd; the bowls were crovmMl 
Catches were fung $ and healths went round y ' 
Barbadoes waters iog the clofe ; 
Till Hans had fairly got his doie c 
The Colonel toafted <♦ to the beft :»• 
The Dame raov'd oif, to be undrefl : 
The chimes went twelve t the guefts withdrew? 
But when, or how, Hans hardly knew^ 
Some modern anecdotes aver, 
He nodded in his elbow-clMir ^ 
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From thence wtfs e«rri«d off' ta be<l : . 
John htdd kis.heek^ and-Nan his head^ 
My Lady was difturb'd : new forrow ! 
Which Hans muft anfwer for to-morrow. 

In bed rhewviow'thfl hajigry pair ; : 
And think how Hynaen triumpVd there. 
Hans fafbdHee^ as^feoBf«s*Iaid>" 
The duty oi the night titipaid : 
The waking DatM^ wkh thoughts opprefl^ 
That made her* Kaoe bdth* him and lisft : 
By fueh a huibaisdy fucK a wife 1 
'Twas Acme's and Septimius' fife : 
The Lady figh'd : the Lov^r ibor'd : 
The pundual Devil kept his wbrd$ 
Appeared to honeil Haiifi again $ 
But not at all by Mfldacn f een : 
And giving him a magic ring. 
Fit for the finger of a king 5 
Deaf HatKy faid he, tbis- jewel take^ 
And wear it long for Satan's fake : 
Twill do yaCa hu&nth to a hair? 
For, long as you this ring fhall wear« 
As^ fure as I look OTisr Lincolhy , - 

.That ne*ec fhall happen' which you thtnk oisj 
. HaDS> took the ring with joy. extreme 
(All this was only in a dream),* 
And, thfa(til)gir beyond hh jokit, 
'Tis done, hp^crfiih l^ve gain'4l myc ^lAt.'*'* ' " 
What point, (aid fhe,, ynarugly heaib? 
Yoaneitbeft|pvedio.JDy,a0r.vefts. . 

Tis 
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*Tis done. — What's done, you drunken bcarr i " 
You've thiuft your £nger God knows where. 

A DUTCH PR OVER R 

T^ I R Et water^ woman, are man's rum ; 

•■' Says wife Frofcffor Vandcr Briiin. 

By flames a houfe I hir'd was loft 

Laft year : and I muft pay the coft. 

Tliis fpring the rains o'crftow'd my grounds 

And my bed Flanders mare was drown'd. 

A (lave I am to Clara's eyes : 

The gipfy knoWs her power, and flics. 

Fire, water, woman, arc my ruin : 

And great thy wifdom, Yander Briain* 

PAULO PURGANTI and his WIPE; 
an Honest, but a Simple Pair. 

^ Eft enim quiddam, idque intelligitur in omni vimite, 
** quodtdeceat : quod cogitatione magis 1 virtute pb- 
*« tcft quam re fcparari." Cic. de Off. 1. i. 

"D E YON D the fix'd and fettled rules 
^^ Of vice and virtue in the fchools. 
Beyond the letter of the law. 
Which keeps our men and nudds in awe^ 

The 
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The better fort fliould fet before 'cm 
A grace, a manner, a decorum ; 
Something, that gives their a6ls a light; 
Makes them not only juft, but briglit j 
And fets them in that open fame. 
Which witty mahce cannot blame. 

For 'tis in life, as 'tis in painting r 
Much may be right, yet much be wanting j 
From lines drawn true, our eye may trace 
A foot^ a knee, a hand, a face j 
May julHy own tlie pifture wrouglit 
Exa6l to rule, exempt from fault ; 
Yet, if the colouring be not there, 
The Titian ftroke, the Guido air ; 
To niceft judgement ihow the piecc^ 
At bed 'twill only not difpleafc : 
It would not gain on Jerfey's eye i 
Bradford would frown, and fet it by* 

Thus in the pi£iure of our mind 
The adlion may be well dcfign'd ; 
Guided by law, and bound by duty ; 
Yet want this^^ ne fiat quoi of beauty s 
And though its error may be fuch. 

As Knags and Burgefs cannot hit ) 
It yet may feel the nicer touch 

Of Wicherley's or Congreve'S wit. 

What is this talk ? replies a friend, ^ 

And whero will this dry tnoral end ? 
The truth of what you here lay down 
By fome example ihould be ibown.-— 
With all my heart —- for «Qijt } read o». 



J 
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An honeft btrt a fiVftple pair 
(And twenty othtr I fMrfoesfr> 
May fervieto ixAke t>his theffi^ eleim, 

A do6bor of great ikill and fame^ 
Paulo Pxirganti ^oras his natne. 
Had a goody comely, vhtuouswiiftj 
No woman led a better life : 
She to intt^ues was ov'u hard4iearted i 
She chuckled When a bawd was jcarted ; 
And thought the nation ne'er would tKiivc^ 
Till all the v^oits were burnt alive. 

On married men, that dar'd be bad, 
4She thought no mercy fliould be had i 
They fhould be haug'd, orftarv'd, or&ad^ 
Or ferv'd like R<Mni(h pridfts ih Sweide. -^ 
In fliort, all lewdncfs ^ defied-: 
And ftifF was her parochial pride. 

Yety in an^ honeft way, the dame 
Was a great lover of that^ame ; 
And could ifrom Scripture takeiier cue. 
That hulbandai ihould :give wives their dncw 

Her prudence did fo jufHy fleer 
Between the gay aiid^Sie levere. 
That if inibme regards ihe dlofb 
To curb poor Paulo in' too clcfe; 
In others fiie relax'd again. 
And govern-d with a loofer J!tin; 

Thus though ihe ftri6lly di^l codfiM 
The Do6iof fixHti excefs of wine : 
With oyftcrr, ^gg«, ahd vermicelli. 
She let Ite aliAoft ttavfthirbelly^ 

Thus 
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Thus drying coffee was denied ; 
But chocolate that lofs fupplied : 
And for tobacco (who could bear it ?), 
Filthy concomitant of claret : 
(Bleft revolution !) one might fee 
£ringo rootSy and Bohea tea. 

She often fet the Do£ior*s band. 
And flroak'd his beard, and fqueez*d his hand : 
Kindly complainM, that after noon 
He went to pore on books too foon : 
She held it wholefomer by much, 
To reft a little on the couch : — 
About his waift in bed a-nights 
She clung fo clofe — for fear of fpritcs. 

The Dodor undcrflood tlie call j 
But had not always wherewithal. 

The lion's Ikin too fliort, you know, 
(As Plutarch's Morals finely ihovy) 
Was lengthened by the fox's tail : 
And art fupplies, where ftrengtli may fail. 

Unwilling then in arms to meet 
The enemy he could not beat ; 
He flrove to lengthen the campaign. 
And fave his forces by chicane. 
Fabius, the Roman chief, who thus 
By fair retreat grew Maximus, 
Shews us, that all that warrior can do. 
With force inferior, is cunHaiido, 

One day then, as the foe drew near. 
With love, and joy, and life, and dear i 

Vol. I. ' L Our 
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Our Don, who knew riiis^ tmteM?a«rft 

Did, fure as trumpet, ealt to ftOfM^oy 

Thought k extrcmety ^ ppopos;^ 

To ward againft the commg-bl'ew': 

Toward: but how? Ay, there *s tke qtielKoH f 

Fierce the affault, unarm 'd die- boJlion-. 

The Doftor feignM a ftrange furprize : 
He felt iKr pulfe ; he viewed- her eyes : 
That beat toofaft, thefe roU'd tooq^ikfe y 
She was, he faid, or wouW be fick : 
He judg'd it abfolutely good*, 
That flie (hould* purge, and^cleanfe her blbotl. 
Spa Waters for that end were got : 
If they pail eafily or not> 
What matters it ? the lady's fever 
Continued violent as ever. 

For a diftemper of this kind 
(Blackmore and Hans are of ray roindj, 
If once it youthful blood infe^, 
And chiefly of the female fex. 
Is fcarce remov'd by pill or potion ; 
Whatever might be our Doftor*s noiio». 

One lucklefs night then, a& in bjed 
The Doftor and the Dftcnet were laid:; 
Again this cruel ftover oame^ 
High pulfe, ihort'breath^ and't^Dodili flaine. 
What meafures fhAH'poorPlailto keop 

With Madam in-thi«>-pkeott6>taking^? 
She, like MiKsbech, has murder'd'fleep^ 

And ^(rdn't'idkw htm-roft| though waking; 



} 
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Sad ftate 6f matters ? wficn we dare 
Nor alk for peace, nor offer war ; 
Nor Livy iloi* Comings have iho\^A 
What in this junftufe tniyhe done. 
Grotius might owri, tliat Pamfo*s cafe" h 
Harder, than any which he placed 
Amongft hiB Betti and his Pads. 

He flrove, alas ! tut ilVoye in Vai^, 
By dint of Ibgicfc to maintain. 
That all thfe fex v<^as liorn to grieVc, 
Down to her Ladydiip from Eve'. 
He rang'd his tropes, ahd preach*d-"ap' patient^, 
Back'd his opinion with quotations, 
Divines and Moralifts ^ and nin y6 ori 
Quite through from Seneca to Bunyaa% 
As much in vain he bid her try 
To fold' her arifls, tto ctefe her eye j 
Telling her, reft would do her goody 
If any thing in nature could : 
So held the Greeks quite down from Galcn, 
Mafters arid princes of the calling : 
So all our modern friends maintain 
(T*Kbugli rto great Greeks> in Warwick-lane* 

Reduce, my IVf ufe, tha wandering fong : 
A tale ihoul'd never be too long. 

The more he talk'd^ the more ihe burn'd^ 
And figh'd, and toft, and groanM^ and turn'd': 
At laft, I wifh^ faid flie, my dear •— 
(Ajdd whifper'd foxnethbgin-his ear). 

L 2 You 
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You with ! wiih on, the Do6lor cries : 

Lord ! when will womankind be wife } 

What, in your waters ? are you mad ? 

Why poifon is not half fo bad. 

I *11 do it — but I give you warning : 

You *11 die before to-morrow morning. — 

'Tis kind, my dear, what you advife ; 

The lady with a figh replies ! 

But life, you know, at bed is pain ; 

And death is what we fhould difdain. 

So do it therefore, and adieu : 

For I will die for love of you. — 

Let wanton wives by death be fcar'd : 

But, to my comfort, I'm prepared. 



THE LADLE. 

npHE fceptics think, 'twas long ago, 
-■* Since gods came down incognito. 
To fee who were their friends or foes. 
And how our a6Uons fell or rofe : 
That, iince they gave things their beginning | '' 
And fet this whirligig a-fpinnbg; 
Supine they in their Heaven remain. 
Exempt from paflion and from pain : 
And lankly leave us human elves. 
To cut and Ihuffle for ourfelves : 
To (land or walk, to rife or tumble^ 
As matter and as motion jumble. *■ i 

S TW 
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The Poets now and Painters hold 
This diefis both abfurd and bold : 
And your good-natur*d gods, they fay, 
Dcfcend fome twice or thrice a-day : 
Elfe all thefe things we toil fo hard in 
Would not avail one fingle farthing : 
For, when the hero we rehearfe. 
To grace his a£lions and our verfe 5 
Tis not by dint of human thought, 
That to his Latium he is brought j 
Iris defcends by Fate's commands. 
To guide his fteps through foreign lands : 
And Amphitrite clears the way 
From rocks and quick-fands in the fea. 

And if you fee him in a fketch 
(Though drawn by Paulo or Carache), 
He (hews not half his force and flrengtli. 
Strutting in armour, and at length : 
That he may make his proper figure. 
The piece muft yet be four yards bigger : 
The nymphs condu£l him to the field ; 
One holds his fword, and one his fhield : 
Mars, (landing by, aflerts his quarrel 5 
And Fame flies after with a laurel. 

Thefe points, I fay, of fpeculation, 
<A8:'twerc to favc or fink the nation) 
Men idly-learned will difpute, 
Aflcrt, obje£^, confirm, refute : 
Each mighty angry, mighty right. 
With e^ual arms fuilains the fight ; 
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Till now no umpice can ^gree 'em : 
So botli draw off> and (uag Te PeuDU 

H it In .equilibrioy 
If deities deicend orno ^ 
Then let th* affirmative prevail. 
As re(][uifite to form my tale : 
For by all parties 'tis confeft. 
That thofe opinions are tke be{(, 
Wliich in their nature moft conduce 
To prefent ends, and private ufe. 

Two gods came therefore from aborc^ 
One Mi^-cury, the other Jove : 
The humour was (it fcems) to know» 
If all the favours they bellow, 
Could from our own pciyerfenefs eafe us j. 
And if our wi(h cnjoy'd would pleafe us.. 
Difcourfing largely on this theme, ^ 

0*cr hills and dales their godihips came ^* 
Till, well nigh tir'd at almoft night. 
They thought it proper to alight. 

Note here, that it as true as odd is^ 
That in difguife a god or goddcfs 
Exerts no fupematural powers ; 
But a£Vs on maxims much like ours. 
They fpied at laft a country farm. 
Where all was fhug, and clean, and wum% 
For woods before, and hills behind. 
Secured it both from rain and wind : 
Large oxen in the field were lowing : 
Good grain was fow'd : good fruit wa»-giowii^f 

I Of 
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Of lafl-year's com in bams great ftorc : 

Fat turkeys gobbling at tbe door ^ 

And wealth <in feort) with peace confcnfced, 

That people here fbouW iirc contenced : ' 

But did dicy in t&eSt ^ fo ? 

Have patience, friend, and rirou flialt know. ' 

The honeft tanner and his wife, 
To years declined from prime of life, 
Had (Iruggled with the marriage noofe ; 
As almofl: every coupk does : 
Sometimes, my plague ! fometimes, ray darUng f 
Killing to-day, to-mon:ow fnarling j 
Jointly fubmitttng to endure 
That evil, which admits no cure* 
Our gods the outward gate unbarr*d : 
Our farmer met them in the yard ; 
Thought they were folks that loft their wayi 
And afk'd them civily to ftay : 
Told them, for fupper, or for bed, 
They might gp on, and be worfe fped. -«• 

So faid, fo done ; the gods confent : 
All three into the parlour went : 
They complin^cnt ; they fit ; they chat 5 
fight o'er the w^^rs j reform the ftate : 
A thoufand knotty points tliey clear, 
Till fupper and roy wife appear. 

Jove made his leg, and kifs'd the dame : 
Obfequious Hermes did the facne. 
Jove kifs*d the faroiei's wife, you fay I 
He did — -• but in 4n honeft way : 

L 4 OV. 
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Oh I not with hmlf that warmth and life. 
With which he kifs'd Amphitryon's wife. — 

Well then, things handfomely were ferv'd i 
My miftrcfs for the ftnmgcrs carv*d. 
How ftrong the hccr, how good the meat. 
How loud they laugh'd, how much they eat^ 
In epic fumptuous would appear ; 
Yet (hall be pafs'd in lilence here t 
For I fhould grieve to have it faid» 
That, by a fine defcription led, 
I made my epifo<le too long. 
Or tir'd my friend, to grace my fong. 

The grace-cup ferv'd, the cloth away, 
Jove thought it time to fhew his play i 
Landlord and landlady, he cried. 
Folly and jefting laid afide, 
That ye thus hofpitably live, 
And ftrangers with good chear receive. 
Is mighty grateful to your betters. 
And makes e'en gods themfekes your debtors: 
To give this thefts plainer proof. 
You have to-night beneath your roof 
A pair of gods (nay never wonder) : 
This youth can fly, and I can thunder; 
I'm Jupiter, and he Mercurius, 
My page, my fon indeed, but fpurious. 
Fornv then three wifhes, you and Madam ; 
And fure as you already had *em. 
The things dcfir'd, in half an hour, 
SluU all be here, and in your powers- 

Thank 
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Thank you, great gods, the woman fays: 
Oh ! may your altars ever blaze \ 
A Ladle for our filver-difli 
Is what I want, is what I wifh. — 
A Ladle ! cries the man, a Ladle I 
Odzooks, Corifca, you have pray'd ill; 
What ihoukl be great, you turn to farce ; 
I wifh the Ladle in your a — . 

With equal grief and ihame, my Mule 
The fequel of the Talc purfues ; 
The Ladle fell into the room, 
And (luck in old Corifca's bum. 
Our couple weep two wifhes paft» 
And kindly join to form the laft ; 
To eafe the woman's aukward pain> 
And get the Ladle out again. 

MORAL. 

'T^ HIS commoner has worth and parts, 
""■ Is praisM for arms, or lov'd for ans r 
His head aches for a coronet r 
And who is blefs'd that is not great ? 

Some fenfe, and more eftate, kind Heavea 
To this well-lotteil peer has given : 
What then ? He muft have rule and fway : 
And all is wrong, till he '$ in play. 

The mifer muft make up his plumb. 
And dares not touch the hoarded fum ;. 
The (ickly dotard wants a wife. 
To draw off his laft dregs of life. 



154 PRIOR'S POEMSu 

Againft our peaqe w< arm our will : 
Amidft our plenty, fomethiag {JdU 
For horfes, houfes, pi£lures, pUotiaga 
To thee, to me, to him, is wanting. 
The cruel fomcthing unpoflefs'd 
Corrodes, and leavens all the reil. 
That fometliingy if we could obtain. 
Would foon create a future pain : 
And to tlie coffin, from the cradle, 
'Tis all a Wifb, and all a Ladle. 

Written at P A R I S, 1700. 
In the Beginning of Robe's Geocr APHr« 

/^ F all that William rules, or Robe 
^^ Dcfcribes, great Rhea, of thy globe ; 
When or on pofV-horfc, or in chaifc. 
With much cxpence, and little eafe, 
My defUn'd miles 1 fhall have gone. 
By Thames or Maefe, by Po or Rhone, 
And found no foot of earth my own ; 
Great Mother, let me once be able 
To luvc a garden, houfe, and flable 1 
That I may read, and ride, and plant, 
Superior to dcfirc or want ; 
And A€ hcaUh fails, and years increafe. 
Sit downi and think » and die, in peace* 
Oblige iby favouiiic undertakers 
To ilm>\v nic in but twenty acres t 
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This number fure they may allow j 
For pallure ten, aad ten for plow : 
*Tis all that I could wiih or hope^ 
For me and Jojbn, and Nell and Crop, 

Then, as thou wilt, difpofe the reft 
< And let not Fortune fpoil the jeft) 
To thofe who, at the market- rate. 
Can barter honour for eftate. 

Now, if thovi grant'ft me tny requcft. 
To make thy votary truly bleft. 
Let curft revenge and faiicy pride 
To fome bleak rock far off be tied i 
Nor e'er approach my rural fieat, 
To tempt me to b? bafe and great. 

And, Goddefs, this kind ofEce done, 
Charge Venus to command her fon 
(Where-cver elfe fhe lets him rove) 
To (Kun my houfe, and field, and grove : 
Peace cannot dwell with Hate or Love. 

Hear, gracious Rh^a, what I fay : 
And thy petitioner ihall pray. 

Written in the Beginning ofMszERAY** 
Hiftory of F ji a ^r c e. 
L 
TTT H AT E'ER thy countrymen have done, 
^^ J>y law and wit, by fword and gun. 

In thee is faitlifully recited : 
And all the living world, that view 
Thy work, give tjm^ tlie praifes due,. 
^ once inftru6ted and delighted* 
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II. 

Yet for the fame of all thefe deeds 
What beggar in the Invalides, 

With lamenefs broke» with blindnefs fmlcteoy 
Wifh*d ever decently to die. 
To have been either Mezeray, 

Or any monarch he has written ? 
III. 
It *s ftrange, dear author, yet it true is, 
That, down from Pharamond to Louis, 

All covet life, yet call it painj 
All feel the ill, yet ihun the cure : 
Can fenfe this paradox endure ? 

Refolve me, Cambray, or Fontaine. 
IV. 
The man, in graver tragick known 
(Though his beft part long iince was done). 

Still on the (lage defires to tarry : 
And he, who play*d the Harlequin, 
After the jed ilill loads the fcene. 

Unwilling to retire, though weary. 

Written m the Nouveaux Inter^ts dcs 
Princes de TfiuROPE, 

15 LEST be the princes, who have fought 
•*-* For pompous names, or wide dominion i 
Since by their error we are taught, 
That happinefs is but opinion ! 

Adriaiii 
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Adriani MoRiENTis ad Animam Suam^ 



ANIMULA vagula, blandula, 
H of pes, comefque corporis. 
Quae nunc abibis in loca, 
Pallidula, rigida, nudula? 
Nee, ut foles, dabis joca. 



By Monfieur Fontenelle, 

MA petite ame, roa mignonne, 

Tu t'en yas done, ma fille, & Dieu fache ou tu vast 

Tu pars feulette, nue, & tremblotante, helas 1 

Que deviendra ton humeur folichonne ? 

Q^e deviendront tant de jolis ebats ? 



IMITATED. 

POOR, little, pretty, fluttering thing, 

Muft wc no longer live together ? 
And doft thou prune tliy trembling wing. 

To take thy flight thou know'ft not whither ? 
Thy humourous vein, thy pleafing folly, 

Lies all neglefled, ^11 forgot : 
And, penfive, wavering, melancholy. 

Thou dread'fl and hop'A tliou know*fl not what. 



A PaiTage 
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A Paflage in the M o r i iE Encomium, 
oFErasmus^ imitated, 

T N awful pomp, and melancholy flate, 

^ See fettled Reafon on the judgemenr-feat : 

Around her croud Diftruft, and Doubt, and' f^'car. 

And thoughtful Forefight, and tormenting Care : 

Far from the throne, tlie trembling Plcafutes fland. 

Chained up, or exil'd by her ftern command. 

Wretched her fubjcfts, gloomy fits the queen j 

Till happy Chance reverts the cruel fcene i 

And apiflj Folly, with her wild refort 

Of wit and jeft, difturbs the folemn court. 

See the fantaftic minftrelfy advance, 
To breathe the fong, and animate the dance, 
Blefl: the ufurper ! happy the furprize ! 
Her mimic pollurcs catch our eager eyes ; 
Her jingling bells affc6t our captive ear ; 
And in the fights we fee, and founds we Hear, 
Againft our judgement, fiie our fenfe employs ; 
The laws of troubled Reafon fhe deftroys. 
And in their place rejoices to indite 
Wild fchcmes of mirth, and plans of loofc deliglic. 



To 
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To IXr. SHERLOCK, 

ON HIS 

Practical Discourse concerning Death. 

T^ OR GIVE the Mufe, who, in unhallov/d drains, 
"*• The Saint one moment from his God detains : 
For fure, whatever you do, wherc-e'er you are, 
'Tis all but one good work, one confiant prayer : 
Forgive her j and intreat that God, to whom 
Thy favoured vows with kind acceptance come^ 
To raife her notes to that fublime degree, 
Which fuits a fong of piety and thee. 

Wondrous good" man ? whofe labours may repel 
The force of fin, may flop the rage of hell j 
Thou, like the Baptift, from thy God waft fent. 
The crying voice, to bid the world repent. 

The Youdv fhall ftudy, and no more engage 
Their flattering wifhes for uncertain age ; 
No more, with fruitlefs care and cheated ftrife, 
Chafe flbeting pleafure through this maze of life ; 
Finding the wretched all they here can have. 
But prefent food, and but a future grave : 
Each, great as Philip's vidVor fon, fhall view 
This abje6( world, and, weeping, afk a new. 
Decrepit Age fhall read thee, and confefs 
Thy labours can afluage, where medicines ceafc ; 
Sliall blefs lliy words, their wounded foul's relief, 
^hc drops that fwecten their lafl dregs of life ; 

ShaQ 
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Shall look to Heaven, and laugh at all beneath } 
Own riches gathered, trouble j fame, a breath j 
And Life an ill, whofe only cure is Death.. 

Thy even thoughts with fo much plainnefs flow. 
Their fenfe untutor'd Infancy may know : 
Yet to fuch height is all that plainnefs wrought. 
Wit may admire, and letter'd pride be taught. 
Eafy in words thy ftyle, in fenfe fublime. 

On its bled (leps each age and fex may rife { 
'Tis like the ladder in the Patriarch's dream. 

Its foot on earth, its height above the ikies : 
Diffus'd its virtue, boundlefs is its power ; 
'Tis public health, and univerfal cure : 
Of heavenly manna 'tis a fecond feaft { 
A nation's food, and all to every tafte. 

To its lad height mad Britain's guilt was rear'd ; 
And various death for various crimes ihe fear'd. 
With your kind work her drooping hopes revive ; 
You bid her read, repent, adore, and live r 
You wrcd the bolt from Heaven's avenging hand| 
Stop ready death, and fave a finking land. 

O ! iavc us Aill : flill blefs us with thy flay : 
O ! want thy Heaven, till wc have learnt the way : 
Rcfufe to leave thy deflin'd charge too foon ; 
And, for die church's good, defer thy own. 
O ! live ; and let thy works urge our belief; 
Live to explain thy do6b-ine by thy life ; 
Till future Infancy, baptized by thee, 
•Grow ripe in years, and old in piety ; 
Till Chriftians, yet unborn, be uught.to die. 

Then, 
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Then, in full age and hoary holinefs. 
Retire, ^rcat teacher ! to thy promis'd bliff : 
Untouched thy tomb, uninjui'd be thy duft. 
As thy own fame among the future juft ; 
Till in'laft founds the dreadful trumpet fpcafcs j 
Till Judgement calls,' -and qmcken'd Nature wakes i^ 
Till, tlirough the utmotl catth, and dcepeft fea. 
Our fcatter'd atotbs find their defthi'd way, 
In hade to'ttoath their kindred fouls again, 
Perfe£t our ftate, and build immortal man : 
Then fcarlefs thou, who well fuftain*dft the fight, 
fb paths of joy, or tra^s of endlefs light. 
Lead up all thofe who heard thee, and believ'd ; 
*Midft thy oWri flock, great ihcphcrd \ be received i 
And glad all Heaven witli millioni thou' hail fav'd. 



} 



CARMEN SECULARE,fbrtheYcari7oo. 
*To the KING. 

** Afpice, venturo laetcntur ut omnia faeclb ? 
** O nuHi um longae maneat pars ultima vitx 
** Spiritus, & quantum fat erit tua dicere fada !** 

Virg. Eclog. iv. i 

f 1. 

^^ H Y elder look, great Janus, caft 
"^ fnto ^lie long records of ages pafVi 
Review the years in faireft a61ion dreft 
With noted white, fuperior to the reft ; 

•yoL, 1. •":••* ' .]VJ".- iEti* 
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J^ras deriv'dy and chronicles begunt 

From empires' founded, and from battles wont 

Shew all the fpoils by valiant kings atchieT*d» 

And groaning nations by their arms relicT'd ; 

The wounds of patriots in their country's caufe. 

And happy power fuflain'd by wholefonae laws { 

In comely rank call every merit forth» 

Imprint on every a& its flandard-worth ; 

The glorious parallels then downward bring 

To modern wonders, and to Britain's king ; 

With equal juftice, and liiftoric care, 

Tlieir laws, their toils, their arms, with his compare f 

Confcfs the various attributes of fame 

Colle£ted and complete in William's name^ 

To all the liftening world relate 
(As thou doft his ftory read), 

T'nat nothing went before fo great. 
And nothing greater can fuccecd. 
II. 
Thy native Latium was thy darling catc. 
Prudent in peace, and terrible in war : 
The boldeft virtues that have govcm'd earth 
From Latiiim's fruitful womb derive their bixtlu 

Then turn to her fair-written page ; 
From dawning childhood to cftablifliM age 

The glories of her empire- trace ; 
Confront the heros of thy Roman race ; 
And let the jufleft palm the viftor's temples ^^racew 

HI. 
The fon of Mars reduc'd tlie trembling fwains^ 
And fprcad his empire o'er the diftant plains j 

1 llnf 
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"But yet ihc Sjdunt vaolatedl dufrms 
Obfcur'd the -glory t>f bis lifiog attti. 
Numa the rights of ftri^ re&gioa knew; 
On every altar laid die mcedjb due ; . 

Unflcill'd I40 dart tlie pointed fpear. 
Or lead the forward youdi to nqb^e \yar. 
Stern*Brutus was with too much horror good. 
Holding his fi^ces flain*d with filial blood, 
f'abius wf s vnCc, but wirfi excefs of care 
>He faV'd his ceunuy, but prolon|;M the ,war. 
While Pecius, Paulus, Curius, gi'eatl^ fou|Jttp 

And by their flri^ examples taught^* 

How wild defires fhottld be controul'd. 
And how much brighter virtue was than gold t 
They fcarce their fw(9lling. thitft of fanie <ottid liidtf | 
And boaded^verty with too much pride. 
'Excefs in yovfth made Scipio lefs cever'd r 
And Goto, dj^ng, ieem'd to own, he fear'd. 
Julius with honour tam'd -Rome's foreign foes ; 
But patriots fell, ere the dilator rofe. 
And, while with clemency Auguftus reign'dr 
trhe monarch was ador'd ; the city chain^d^ 

IV. 
With juftcft honour be their merits dreft ; 

But be dieir failings too confeft : 

Their virtue like Aeir Tyber's flood 
Rolling, its 4?ourfe defiga'df their country's ^poL 
But oft' the tpiirtnt's tdo impetuous fpeed 
JFrom the l«w carch tore fom« pollutrajg weed ; 
'■^.■- Ma And- 
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And with the blood of Joi^e there always nut 
Some viler part, fome tin^ve^of the man. 

''•'v. • . ■ ' 

^ Few virtues after thefe fo far prevail* 
But that their vices more than, turn th6 fcale : 
Valour, g^wn wild by pride, and power by rage^ 

Did the true cliarms of majeily iippair s 
Rome by degrees, advancing more in age* 

Shew'd fad remains of what had once been fair; 
Till Heaven aheftter race of meii fupplies ; 
And gldr/ihobts new beams fi-om wefterh ikies. 

VI. 

Turn then to Pbaramond and Charlemaio, 
Ai^the long heros of the Gallic ffarain ; 
ExperiencM chiefs, for hardy prowefs known. 
And bloody wrtaths in venturous-battles won.-. ; . 
From the 6)^ William,- our great Norman king* 
The bold.Planugenets and Tudors brings 
Illufhious virtues, who by turns have role. 
In foreign fields to check. Britannia*8 foes s 
With happy Jbws her empire to fuftain} . .* 

And with full power aflert her ambient main. 
But fometimes,(t90 induftrious to be great. 
Nor patient to'expefl the turns of fate. 
They openM camps, defonn'd by civil fights 
And made proud conqucft trample over right ; 
Difparted Britain mourn'd their doubtful fway. 
And dreaded. ^(h, when neither would obey. 

* .. Ylhlnm 
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vii: 

From Didier aiid imperial Adolph trtcc ' 
The gldrious" offspring of the Naffau race, ^ • ♦ 

Devoted lives to public liberty 5 
The chief fUll dying, or the country free. 
Then fee the -kindred blood of Orange flow, ' 
FrMR warlike Cornet^ through the loins of Be^u ; : 
Through Chalon next, and there with NafTau join. 
From Rhone's faur banks tranfplahted to the Rhine. 
Bring next the royal lift of Stuarts forth. 
Undaunted mind;, that rulM the rugged north ^ 
Till Heaven's decrees by ripening times are ihown ; 
Till Sco6land*& kings efcend the Englifli throne ; 
And the fair rivals live for ever one. 

viii. 

Janus, mighty deity. 

Be kind ; and, as thy fearching eye - 

Does our modem ftoiy trace. 

Finding fome of Stuart's race 

Unhappy, pafs their annals by : 
No harfh reflexion let remembrance raife .* 
Forbear to mention what thou canft not praife ; 
But, as thou dweH'ft upon that heavenly name *, . 
To grief for ever facrcd, as to fame. 
Oh ! reaJ it to thyfelf ; in (iTcnce weep ; 
And thy convulfive forrows inward keep ; 
Left Britain's grief fhduld waken at the found. 
And blood gufh frefh from her eternal wound* 

♦ Marvk 

M 3 IX. Wluthec 
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IX- 

Whither wouldft thou further look } 
Read WilHam's a£ls> and clofc the mplt bookr 
Femfe the wonders of his dawning life r 

Hf>w, like AlcideS) he began ; 
With infant patience calm'd fcditioua-ffarifet 

And quell'd the fbakes which round hb cciadk nnii, 

X. 

Dcfcribeliis yoiuh, attentive to alarms^ 

By dangers form'd, and perfefied in arms: 

When conquering, n»ild ;^ when conquer'df nor jcW 

grac'd J 
Ey wrongs not leifen'dy nor by mumplb nus-'d-i 

Superior to the blind events 

Of little human accidents ; 

And condant to his firft decree^ 
To curb the proud, to fet the injur'^free r 
To bow die. haughty neck, and raife the fuppHant 
knee. 

XL 
His opening years to riper manhood biingf. 
And fee the hero perfcft in the king : 
Imperious arms by manly reafon {way'd. 
And po^er fupreme by free confent obey'd ; 
With how much, hafte his mercy meet» his foet^ 
And how unbounded his forgivenefs flows^ ; 
With what dcfire he makes his fubje£ts blefs'd. 
His favours granted ere his throne addrefs'd : 
What tropKiies o'er our captiv'd hearts he rears, 

-•rts of peace more potent, than by wars s 

How 
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How o*cr himfelf as o*e^^e world he reigns. 
His morals flrengthcning what his law ordainK 

XIL 
Through all his thread of life already fpun^ 
Becoming grace and proper adion run : 
The piece by Virtue's equal hand is wrought,' 
Mixt with no crime, and ftaded with no fault j 

No footftcps of the viftor's rage 
Left in the camp where William did engage : 

No tinfture of the monarch's pride 

Upon' the royal purple fpy'd \ 

His fame, like gold, the more tis try'd. 
The more (hall its intrinfic worth proclaim ; 
Shall pafs the combat of the fearching flame. 

And triumph o'er tlie vanqulfli'd heat. 

For ever coming out the fame. 
And lofmg nor its ludrc nor its weight. 
XIII. 

Janus, be to William juft ; 
To faithful Hidory his a£lions trull ? 

Command her, with peculiar care 
To trace each toil, and comment erery war : 

His faving wonders bid her write 

In chara£kers diftin^ly bright ; 

Thiit each revolving age may read 
The Patriot's piety, the Hero's deed : 
And dill the (ire inculcate to his fon 
Tranfmiilive lefTons of the king's renowifs 

That William's glory (lill may live ; 

When all that pnrfcnt art can givei 

M4 the 



The pilLirM marble, and the tablet brafa^ 

Mouldedng, drop the vi6lor's praife : 

When the great monuments of his power 

Shall now be yidble no more : 
When Sambre fhall have chang'd her windiDg flood $ 

And children aik, where Namur flood*. 
XIY. 
Namur, jwoud city, how her towers were arm'd i 

How file contemn'd th* approaching foe ! 
Till fhe by William's trumpets was alarm'd* 
And (hook, and funk, and fell beneath his blow* 

Jove and Pallas, mighty powers,. 
Guided the hero to the hoftile towers, 

Pcrfeus fecm*d lefs fwift in war, 

When, wing'd with fpeed, he flew through air. 

Embattled nations ftrive in vain 

The Hero's glory to reftrain : 
Streams arm'd with rocks, and mountains red with fire, 

In vain againft his force confpire. 
Behold liim from the dreadful height appear ! 
And lo ! Britannia's lions waving there. 
XV. 
Europe freed, and France repell'd. 

The Hero from the height beheld : 
He fj^akc the word, that war and rage fhould ceaie j 
He bid the Maefe and Rhine in fafety flow ; 

And didlated a lading peace 

To the rejoicing world below. 
To refcued dates, and vindicated crowns. 
His cc][ual hand picfcrib'd their ancient bounds ; 

Ordain'd, 
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Ordaih'd, whom every province ihould obey ; . . 
How far each monarch fhould extend his fway ;^ 
Taught them how clemency made power rcvcr'd 9 
And that the prince belov'd was truly fear'd* . 
Firm by his fide unfpotted Honour (body . 
Pleas'd to confefs him not fo great as good : 
His head with brighter beams fair Vinue deck'd. 
Than thofe which all his numerous crowns refleft 3 . 
Eftablilh'd Freedom clapp'd her joyful- wings ; 
Procla^m'd the firfl of men, and beil of kings» . 
XVI. 

Whither would the Mufe afpire 

With Pindar's rage, without his fircj .. 

Pardon me, Janus, 'twas a fault, . 

Created by too great a thought : .. 

Mindlefs of the God and day, . 

I from thy altars, Janus, ftray, . 
From thee, and from.myfelf, borne far away. 

The fiery Pcgafus. difdsuns . 
To mind the rider's voice, or hear the reins : 
When glorious fields and opening camps he views^ 

He runs widb an unbounded loofe : 
Hardly the Mufe can fit the headflrong horie ; 
Nor would fhe, if fhe could, check his impetuous forcei 
With the glad noife the cliffs and vallies ring, 
While £bfe through eanh and air purfues the king. 

XVII. 
She now beliolds him on the Belgic fhore ; 
Whilft Britain's tears his ready liclp implore, 

Diflembling/ 
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DifTembllng for her fake his ri6ng cares. 

And with wife (ilence ponderiog vengcM wart^ 

She through the raging ocean now 
Views him adx-mncing his aof{>i4:ious prow; 
Combating adverfe winds and winter feas. 
Sighing the moments that defer onr eafe ; 
Daring to weild the fccpter's dangefx>us Weighty 
And taking the command, to (ave the ftate ; 
Though^ ere tlie dovhhtBil gift can be fccur'd, 
Kew wars mud be ftt(hdn'd, new wounds endurVI. 

XVIII. 
Through rough Iemc*s camps ihe founds alarait^ 
And kingdoms ytt to be redeem'd by arms } 
In the dank marlhcs finds her glorious theme ; 
And plunges after him through Boyne's fierce fh«aili» 
Sli^ bids- the Nereids run with trembling haflc. 
To tell old Ocean how the Hero pail. 
The God rebukes their fear, and owns the praife 
Worthy that arm, whofc empire he obeys. 

XIX. 
Back to his Albion the delights to bring 
The humblcft vi£lor, and the kindefl king. 
Albion with open triumph would receive 

•Her Hero, nor obtains his leave : 
Firm he reje6h the alurs (he would raife ; 
And thanks the zeal, while he declines t]>e praife* 
Again (he follows him through Belgia's land, 
And countries often favM by William *s hand'; 
Hears joyful nations blefs thofe happy toils. 
Which freed the people, but returned the fpoils* 
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In various views fkt trie* h«r cdniWuK rficttc ; 
Finds him. in councils, tod in «r«i t^ fiitte j. 
When cextain to o'efeome^ incUuM U> tkvtfy 
Tardy to vtagetdce, and whHteeKy fer*rd. 

XX. 
Sudden another fccne employ* htf fight | 
She fcte^ her H«ro in another Yijgjttt ; 
Paints his great mind fuperier to fttcetft* 
Declining conqudl, to cftabiiA pcat< : 
She brings AfVrea down to- earth again i 
And C^iec^ bfoodingo^ Im future ttigh. 

XXf- 
Then with unwcary wing t^ Goddfefk foara 
Bail, over Pkhube and Propontis' IZiores i 
Wher^)arnng empires^ ready to engage. 
Retard their armies^ md ftifpdnd their n^ 7 
Till William^s word, like tfaak dflFatt, dcdaxeSy. 
If they Ihall ftudy peace, er lei^then<wan» 
How facred his renown for equal la#8. 
To whom the world defers its common caufe ! 
How fair his fcieihlfiups, and lus leagues how juft. 
Whom every nation courts, whoib all itHgi<Mit tru(l I 

XXIL 
From the Maeotis- totite Noithera f^a#. 

The Goddefs wings her desperate way; 
Sees the young Mufcovite, the mighty head> 
Whofe fovereign terror forty tuttions drc*i, . 
Biamour'd with a greater monardi's pntfe,. 
And paiTmg hal£chfe.eartli.to Iniembnite^ 



^it ft R I O R *:S P O « M:S.- 

She in his rule beholds his Volga's fotce^ 

O'er precifices with, impetuous fway 

Breakings and, as he rolls his rapid couife, 

DrowniDg, or bearing down, whatever meets his way*: 

But her own king ihe likens to his Thames, 

With gentle courfe devolving fruitful ftreama ^ 

Serene yet fbK)ngy majeflic yet fedate. 

Swift without violence^ without terror -great. '^. 

Each ardent nymph the ri^ng current craves } . 

Each ihepherd's prayer, reurds the parting waves ; 

The vales along the bank their fweets difolofe ; 

Freih flowers for ever rife ,* and fruitful harveft grows. ■ 

XXIU. 
Yet whither would th' adventurous Goddefs go} 
Sees fhc not clouds, and earth> and main, below f ' 
Minds ihe the dangers of the Lycian coaft. 
And fields, where mad Bellerophon was lofl ^ 

Or is her towering flight reclaim'd 
By fcas from Icarus's downfall nam'd > - 
Vain is the call, and ufelefs tlie advice r 
To wife* perfuaiion deaf, and human cries, . 

Ifex upward ihe inceifant flies ; 
Refolv'd to reach the high empyrean fphere. 
And tell great Jove^- Ihe iings his**image here r 
To aik for William an Olympic crown. 
To Chromius' ih-ength, and Theron's fpeed unknown; 
Till, lofl in tracklefs iields of ihining day. 

Unable to difcem the way^ 
Which Naflau-s virtue only could explore, . 
U/jltosich'd, unknown, to any Mufe before ; 

She, 



" She, from the noble precipices thro>«rii^ -. : -.f 

- Comes rufhing wkh uncommon niin down* : '; \* 
Glorious attempt t^ unhappy hto ! • * • . •* 

The fong too daring, and the theme too great!. ' - > 

Yet rathqr thus (he wills t6 die. 
Than in continued annals live^ to fing > * \ 

A fecond hero, or a rulgar king ; 

And with ignoW»^f4fety -fly > 

In fight of earth/ along a middle iky« 
XXIV. 

To Janus*, altars, and the numerous throng 

That rbund his rtyftic temple prcfs. 

For William's life and Albion's peace, 
Ambitious Mufe, reduce the roving foi^g. 

Ja^ius, .cafl; thy forward eye ^ * 

Future,* Into great RhSi's pregnant Woihb t' 
Where young ideas bfoclding liei • . .^ 

And tender images of thiiigs %6 come 2 . . . . 

Till, by t^y high cb^amands released, . ' 

Till, by thy hand in proper atotns dri^fs'd, 
Imdecent order"*flicyidvahce tolight; ' ^^ 

Yet then t^ £wiftly Sect' by Ti\jmah fight j ^v 

And infediuec tpo febh. their cvtjiaftmg'flight \J;| 

Nor beaks o^ ilups in a^ival triuniph borne, : ^ ._ 
Nor flandards from thc^ hoftil^ ramparts toroii 

fNor trojWiipjibropght^m^ battles wodj 
If or oaken wr^id^nonaural crown, -; 
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Can any futuce^KMKmrs-gure 

To die viftoriottt noMsch's um^t 

The plenitude of Willi— i^a iwie 
Can no acciuQuliisd ftom leoeme. 
Shut then, aufpieiou& <3mU dvf facrtd gat% 
And mtkeus happy« jb oar kii^ it greau 

Be kind, «nd with g milder hand 
Cloiing the volume of tlie&ifliVl Mge 

(Though noble, 'twas an iron page) 

A more delightful leaf ^o^and. 
Free from al/urms, and fiesce Bellona's nge-t 
^id the great months begin their joyful rouiK^ 
By Flora fome, and fome by Ceres crown 'd ; 
Teach the glad hours tt>*fca]ttcx> as they^y^ 
Soft quiet, gentle love, an4 endlefs joy ; 
Lead forth the years fo^ .peace fmd plenty fam'dlj 
Srom Saturn's rule and bet;ter metal .nam'd* 

XXVI. 
Secure by William's Ci^re iet JritLaJn ftwd ^ 

Nor dread the boil4 invad^'s hand : 
Tpom ad verle ihorej ,in -Irfcty let Jxer hfcar % . 

Foreign calamity, a^d 4iAa^t wjtr ; y 

Of which let h<;r« gs^t Heaven, no por^<H^ kfiVi Jl 
BetM^t the nations let her hold her fcale. 
And, as fhe wills, let eidier part prevail : 
Let her glad vallies fmile with wavy comt 
Let fleecy iocks her rHing hiHs ad«m ; 
Around her coaft^et ftron? ddvnce "he fyv t md ^ 
Let fair abundance on her breaft 'be fMi t • 
Aftcl heavenly fweets bloom round the Goddefs' head ! 

xxvn. 
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Where difiwhke totvers adl«iOMiitn)o0i<M i^^ 
Remains of Wotfey** or |;i!e«t Umvjf^ hand. 
To agfe new yieUing, ar devowM hf ikmHf 
Let a young phmitx raifii Kenowenng lieadt 
Her wings with leiigtheif'<d hoMur let her fytmi^i 
And by her greatm^fe fliew ker b«il4er's ^Mne^ 
Auguft and open, as the kcro-'s mmi^ 

Be her capacio«« courts de(ign*d : 

Let every facrcd pillar bear 
Trophies of arms, and gionaments of war. 
The king ihaU there in Parian mari^le breathe^ 
His (houlder bleeding frelh ? and at his feet 

Difarm'd fliaH fie the threatening death: 
(For fo was faving Jore's decree oom pleat). 
Behind, that angel (hall be ]Blac'd, whofe IhieDt 

SavM Europe, in the blow rcpelN s 
On the firm bafis, from his oozy bed, 

Boyne (haU raife his laurePd head ; 

'And liis immortal flream be known. 
Artfully waving through the wounded Aone. 

XXVHL 

And thouy imperial Wlndfor, ftaod enUuig'd^ 

With all the monarch's trophies ..oharg'd : 
Thou, the fair heaven, dot doft the Aars indofe. 
Which William's boibiQ wears, or lumd btiiom^ 
On the grpat champions whoiuppo]:tius;thn)nf,,, 
And virtues oeareil to his owxu 

XXIX». Rounl 
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XXIX* 
Rop^d Ormond's knee, thou t/ft the myfUc diingp 
That makes the knight compuiioa to the king. 
From glorious camps retum'd, and fore^ fields, ' 
Bowing before thy fainted warrior's fhrine. 
Fad \^ his great forefather's coats, and fluelds 
Blazon'd from Bohun's or fix)m Butler's line. 
He hangs his arms ; nor fears thof& arms ihould (him 
With an unequal ray ; or that his deed 

With paler glory fhould recede, 
Eclips'd by theirs, or lelTen'd by the fame 
£v'n of his owntnateroal NafTau's name. 

XXX. 
Thou fmiling feeft great Dorfct*s wocth confed. 
The ray diflinguifhing the patriot's bread ; 
Born to nrote^b and love, to help and pleafe ; 
Sovereign of wit, and ornament of peace. 
O I long as breath informs this fleeting frame ; 
Ne'er let me pafs in filence Dorfet's name j 
Ne'er ceafe to mention the continued debt. 
Which the great patron only would forget. 
And duty, long as life, muft (ludy to acquit. 

XXXI. 
Renown'd in thy records fhall Ca'ndifh fttnd, 
Aflerting legal poW(:r and juft command : 
To thereat houfe thy favour Ihall be fhown. 
The father's ftar tranfmiflive to the fon. 
From tlice the Talbot's, and the Seymour's race 
Inform'd, their fire's inunortil ftcps fhall trace. 
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Happy, may their fonf iiw?c 
The brighc reward, which thou alope r^aft ^ve ! 

XXXII. 
And if t God ths£e lyxckj numbers guide ; 
If fure Apollo o*er the vp^f^ prpftde ; 
Jcrfey, bclov*d by all (for all muft fccl 

The UA^nce of $ form and mind| 
Where comiy grace and conftjiat virtue dwfU, 
Like mingled ibeams* more iof^ibU whati joi{k*d)-r# 

Jcrfey fiiall at thy altars ftand ; 

Shall there receive the azure bandy 
Th^t falreft mark of favour and of fame. 

Familiar to the Villiers' name. 
XXXIII. 
Science to r^fe, and knowledge to cnlargp. 

Be our great mafter*s future charge ; 
To write. his own memoirs, and leave his heirs 
High fchemes of government, and plans of wars ; 
By fair rewards our noble youth tp raifc 
To emulous merit, and to thirfl of praife ; 
To lead them out from cafe ere opening dawn 
Through tlie tliick forefl and the diftant lawn. 
Where the fleet flag employs tljeir ardent care. 
And chaces give them images of war ; 
To teach them vigilance by falfe alarms ; 
Inure them in feign'd camps to real arms ; 
Pra6tife them now to curb the turning fceed. 
Mocking tlie foe ; now to his rapid fpced 
To give the rein, and in the full career 
To draw the certain fword, or fend the pointed fpear. 

Vol. I. N XXXI V« 
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XXXIV. 

- Let liim unite his fubjc6^s hearts. 
Planting focieties for peaceful afrts 5 
Some that in nature fhall true knowledge found. 
And by experiment make precept found ; 
Some that to morals fhall recall the age. 
And purge from vicious drofs the finking fhige; 
Some that with care true eloquence Ihall teach. 
And to juft idioms fix our doubtful fpeech ; 
That from our writers difbmt realms may know 

The thanks we to our monarch owe $ 
And fchools profefs our tongue through every Jand, 
That has invoked his aid, or blefl his hand. 
XXXV. 

Let his high power the drooping Mufes rear ; 

The Mufes only can reward his care : 

'Tis they that guard the great Atrides' fpoils • 

*Tis they that ftill renew Ulyfles' toils : 

To them by fmiling Jove 'twas given, to fare 

Diftinguifh'd patriots from the common grave - 

To tliem, great William's glory to recall. 

When ftatues moulder, and when arches falL 

Nor let the Mufes, with ungrateful pride. 

The fources of their treafure hide : 
The Hero's virtue does the ftring infpire. 
When with big joy they ftrike the living lyre. 

On William's fame their fate depends ; 
Witli him the fong begins ; with him it ends. 
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From the bright effluence of his deed 
They borrow that refle&d light; 
With which the lading lamp they feed, 
Whofe beams difpel the damps of envious night. 

xxxvi. 

Tl^rough various climes, and to each diftant pole. 
In happy tMes let a&ive commerce roll : 
Let Britain's ihips export an annual fleece. 
Richer than Argos brought to ancient Greece ; 
Returning loaden with' the jfliining ftofes, 
Which lie prbfufe on either India's ihores. 
As our high veflels pafs their watery way. 
Let all the naval world due homage pay : 
With hafty reverence their rop4ionours lower, 

ConfefTing the ailerted power. 
To whom by Fate 'twas given, with happy fway. 
To calm the earth, and vindicate the fea. 

XXXVII. 
Our prayers are heard j our mailer's fleets fliall go 
As far as winds can bear, or waters flow, 
New lands to make, new Indias to explore, 
In worlds unknown to plant Britannia's powers 
Nations yet wild by precept to reclaini, 
And teach them arms and arts in William^ name. 

XXXVIIL 
With humble joy, and witli refpeftful fear. 
The liftening people fliall his ftory hear. 
The wounds he bore, tlie dangers he fuftain'd. 
How far he conquered, and how well he reign 'd ; 

N 2 Sliatt 
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Shall own liis me#cy e^vtl tor his fiMtoe^ 
And form their childrte'6 a06*a(t9 to hi» tttm^ 
Enquiring how, uid whe«i> hom H^a^eh hb cAnife. 
Their regal ty raAn fliall vmh Utiifce» hide 
Their little lufts of arbitrary pvi^» 

Nor beanr to fee their vafistfr ty*d y 
When William's virttiw r«f(fr th«ir o^(S»ing tfaovglir. 
His forty years for pxxWic freedom ibngK^ 

Europe by his hand fuftain'dy 
His conqueft by his piety reftram'd^ 
And o*er himfelf the laft great triomph gainM. 

XXXIX. 
No longer (hall their wretched zeal adore 

Ideas of deftruftive power. 
Spirits that hurt, and godheads that devour t 
New incenfe.they (hall bring, new altars raife. 
And fill their temples with a (IxaAgcr's praifc ; 
When the great father's chara6^er they find 
Vifibly ftampt upoft the liero*f raiad j 
And own a prefent Deity confeft, 
In valour that prcferv'd, and power that bleft, 

XL. 
Through the large convex of the azure flty 
(For thither Nature calls our common eye) 
Fierce meteors (hoot their arbitrary light ; 
And comets march vvith lawlefs horror bright ; 
Thefc hear no rule, no righteous order own ; 
Their influence dreaded as their ways unknown ; 
Through thrcatcn'd lands they wild deftru6tion throw, 
Till ardent prayer averts the public woe. 

But 
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But the bright orb that >}efQ6 all above. 

The facred fye, <ihe real fpn «f JovjB, ' • 

Rules not his actions by caipdcious will ; 

^or by ungovem'4 pow«r ^dotOslii^ to iU : 

jFix'd by juft laws, he goes for eyer right : 

tMan knows his coiuiie^ and ^b^cuc^ it^P^cs \m light. 

O Janus ! iwould ^tarc^ed Fj^e ^o^p'ire 
To grant what S<itttii's yriftes «ouId reqiure ) 
Above, that §un (ihQi^ld QS^ii his way t^ go, 
Ere William fOe|i& ^ irnljej a^d ^lefs hdoyf : 

But a relentlefs.Pkeftiiiy 

Urges all that e'er wfwi .b^m : 
Snatch 'd from her axxns, Brkjiniaia pnce n^uft iiH>ttrn 
The Demi-God ; the .«artlUy half sa\k& die. 
Yet if our incenfe fia^ your wi^ remove s 
If human prayers avail o^^DO^ads abo^ ; 
Exert, great God J >chy intorcft in the .iHy> 
Gain each kii)d Power^ each gu^jdian Deity j 

That, conquer'd by the public vow. 
They bear th^ difi»|d miichief fjfu: ^way ! 
O ! long as utmoft nature may allow, 

Let them retard the threat«n'd day ! 
Still be our raafter's lik thy happy care : 
Scilllet his bleiliqgs with his years inqreafe : 
To his^ laborious youth, confum'd in win*. 
Add lafting age, adprn'd and crown'd with peace : 
Let twifled oliy^s bind thofe laurels fafl, 

Whofe verdure muft fqr.cver laft I 

N 3 XLII. 
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XLn. 
Ldcg let ihU growins: anm bkfs his Iwbt ; 
Acd let our Ions bis prefent mlc obey : 
On hi? fure r:rtu; k>=~ let earth rely, 
Azi lare let the ixrcrial ctgie flr, 
Ta bear the Hero through Ids father^ Ikv, 
To Lcia's iviic?, cr he whofe glorious ipeed 
On foot prcvail'il, or he who tam'd the fleed ; 
To Hercu!c«, ar ien^h ablblv*d by fate 
From earthly toil, and above enTy great ; 
To Mrgil*s theme, bright Cytherea's fon. 
Sire of tl.- Latian and the Briciih throne s 

To all the rzdiant names above, 

Rcver'd by men, and dear :o Jove j 

Late, Janus, let the NaiTau-ftar 
New-born, in riling majefty appear. 
To triumph over vanquifh'd night. 

And guide the profperous mariner 
With everiafting beams of friendly light. 

The Remedy worfe than the Disease. 

T S E N T for Ratcliffc ; was fo ill, 
•■' That other Doctors gave me over : 
He fck my pulfe, prefcrib*d his pill. 
And I was likely to recover. 

But, when the wit began to wlieeze. 
And wine had warm'd the Politician^ 

Cur'd ycftcrday of my difcafe, 
I dy'd laA ni^hc of my Phyfician. 



AN 



puidft'S fbuU'^sf 



AN ODE 

Infcribed to the Memoiy of 

The Honourable Colonel George Vjlliers^ 

Drowned in thlB River Pi A V A, 1703. 

In Imitation of Horace, i Od. xxviii. 

** Te maris & terrae numeroque carentis aren« 
** Menforem cohibent, Archyta, &€.** 

OAY, deareft Villiers, poor- departed friend 
^ (Since fleeting life thus fuddenly muft end)| 
Say, what did all thy bufy hopes avail. 
That anxious thou from pole to pole didft faiU 
Ere on thy chin the fpringing beard began 
To fpread a doubtful down, and pronnife man ? 
What profited thy thoughts, and toils, and cares^ 
In vigour more confirmed, and riper years. 
To wake, ere morning dawn, to loud alarms. 
And march till clofe of night in heavy arms ; 
To fcom the fummer's funs and winter's fnows. 
And fearch through every clime thy country's foes j 
Tha« thou might*ft Fortune to thy fide engage ; ^ 

That gentle Peace might quell Bellona's rage ; L 

And Anna's bounty crown her foldier's hoary age ? J 

In vain we think tliat free-wilPd man has power 
To haflen or protra6i th' appointed hour* 

N 4 Obt 
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Our term of life depends not on oar deed r 
Before our birth our funeral wa$ decreed. 
Nor aw*d by for^Cgl^t, not mifled tfjr chance^ 
Imperious Death dire6ls his ebon lance ; 
Peoples great Henry's tembs, attd kadt up Holben's 
dance. 

Alike niuft every (late and every age 
Suftain the univerfal tyrant*^ rage : 
For neither William's power, hor Mary's charms^ 
Could or repel or pacify his arms. 
Young Churchill feH, as Hfe began to bloom ; 
And Bradford's trembling age expe&s the tomb t 
Wifdom and eloquence \m vain would pkad 
One moment's refpiti £m the leimftd hcaid r 
Judges of writings and of naen have dy'd 5 
Ma^ccnasy Sackvilie, Socrates^ and Hyde r 
And in their various turns the fens mud tread 
Tliofc glbomy journics wliich their fires have leiiw 

The ancient Sage, who did fo long maintain^. 
That bodies die, but fouls return again^ 
With all tlie births and deaths he had in ilore^ 
Went out Pytliagoras, and came no more» 
And modern Afgyll, whofe capricious thought 
Is yet with ftores of wilder notions frai^h^. 
Too fooix convinc'dy (hall yield tlut flbeting brcatb^ 
"VVhich play*d fo idly with the darts of ileath. 

Some from> the llrandcd velTcl force their wmy; 
Fearful of fate, they meet it in the fea r 
Some, who efcape the fury of the waive. 
Sicken on earth, and {ink into a grave : 
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In journks or at home^ in war or peace^ 
By hardfhips many» :inany fall by eafe. 
Each cbtoging feafon does its poUbn bxing t 
Rheums ohill the winter^ agiies blaft the f{>ring 9 
Wety dry, cdd, hot, at die appointed ho«r> 
All a6t fubfervient to the tyrant's power t 
And, when obedient Nature knows his willy 
A fly, a grap«4Voney or a hahr, can kilL 

For rcftlefs Profetpine for ever treads 
In paths unfeen, o'er our devoted heads 1 
Ahd on the fpacious land> and liquid maint \ 

Spreads flow difeafe, or darts affiidtve pain t f- 

Variety of deatlis oonBrm her endlcfs rcigti» ^ 

On curfl Piava'ls banks the Ooddth (body 
Shew'd her dire watrant to the riinig food ir 
When what I long mttft love, and long mtk aKAin^ 
With fatal ipecd was urging his retum s 
In his dear country, to difpcrfe his taJte^ 
And arm himfelf by reft for future war ; 
To chide his anxious friends officious fbars. 
And promifc to their joys his elder years : 

Oh ! deflin'd head I and oh ! fevere decree ! 
Nor native country thou, nor friend, fhalt lee r 
Nor war haft thou to wage j nor year to come r 
Impendmg death is thine, and inftant doom. 

Hark 1 the knperioQS Goddefs is obey'd e 
Winds murmur; fnows defcend ; and waters fpread'^. 
Oh ! kinfman, friend^^^CMi ! vain are all the cries 
Of human Toice, ftrong Deitiny replies : 

W«b4 



} 
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Weep, you on earth ; for he ihall deep below r 
Thence none return, and thither all muft go. 

Whoever thou art, whom choice or bufinefs lead^ 
To this fad river, or the neighbouring meads ; 
If thou may'ft happen on the dreary ihores 
To find the obje6t which this verfe deplores, 
Cleanfe the pale corpfe with a religious hand 
From the polluting weed and common fand ; 
Lay the dead Hero graceful in a grave 
(The only honour he can now receive). 
And fragrant mould upon his body throw. 
And plant the warrior-laurel o'er l\is brow : 
Light lie the earth, and flourifh green the bough* 

So may juft Heaven fecure thy future life 
From foreign dangers and domeftic ftrife I 
And, when th' infernal judge's difmal power 
From the dark urn fhall throw thy deftin'd hour i 
When, yielding to the fentence, breathlefs thou 
And pale Ihalt lie, as what thou burieft now ; 
May fome kind friend the piteous objcft fee. 
And equal rites perform to that which once was thcc t 



PROLOGUE, 

Spoken at Court before the Quebn, 
On her Majesty's Birth-Day, 1704* 

SHINE forth, ye planets, with diflinguilh'd lights 
As when ye hallow'd firft this happy night : 
Again tranfmit your friendly beams to earth. 
As when Britannia joy'd for Anna's birth. 

And 
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And thou, propitious ftar, whofe facrcd power 

Prefided o*er the monarch's natal houri 

Thy radiant voyages for ever run, 

Yielding to none but Cynthia and the Sun ; 

With thy fair afpeft ftill illuftratc Heaven ; 

Kindly prcferve what thou haft greatly given : 

Thy influence for thy Anna we implore : 

Prolong one life ; and Britain afks no more. 

For virtue can no ampler power exprefs. 

Than to be great in war, and good in peace t 

For thought no higher wifli of blifs can frame. 

Than to enjoy that virtue ftiU the fame. 

Entire and fure the monarch's rule muft prove. 

Who founds her greatnefs on her fubj efts love j 

Who does our homage for our good require 5 

And orders that which we fhould firft defire : 

Our vanquiih'd wills that pleating force obey, n 

Her goodnefs takes our liberty away, > 

And haughty Britain yields to arbitrary fway, J 

Let the young Auftrian then her terrors bear. 
Great as he is, her delegate in war : 
Let him in thunder fpeak to both his SpainSy 
That in thefe dreadful ides a woman reignS : 
While the bright queen does on her fubjefts fiiower 
The gentle bleflings of her fofter power 5 
Gives facred morals to a vicious age. 
To temples zeal, and manners to the ftage ; 
Bids the chafte Mufe without a blufli appear 5, 
And WitL be that whiclt Heaven and (he may hear- 

Minerra 
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Minenra thus to Perfeus lent her &ield ; 
Secure of conqueJSty fevt hixn to the field : 
The hero a£^ed what the queen ordain'd s 
So was his fame compleat, and Andromcde uaciuuA'd. 

Mean time, amidfl her native temples fate 
The Goddefi^y iludious of h&r Grecian's fate. 
Taught them: in laws and kttcrs to c^pccU, 
In acting jpfUy, and in writing well. 
Thus whilft ihc did l>er variolas |>ower difpo^b. 
The world was firecd froA tyrants, wars, and woes: I 
Virtue was taught in verfe, and Athcas' glory roie. J 



A LETTER, 

To Monfieur Boileau Dbspreaux ; 

Occafion^ by the Vi<5lory at 6iL£NHEijtf , 1704. 

** — CujMdum, pater optime, vires 
•* Dcficiunt : ncque enim quivis horrcntia pilis 
" Agmina, ncc frafla pertuntes cufpidc Gallos*'*- 

HoR. aSat. i. 

QIKCE, hir'd for life, rhjr fervilc Mufe tnuft fing 
^' Succeflive conquefts, and a glorious kingj 
Muft of a man immortal vainly boafl, 
And bring him laurels, wJ>atfoe'cr they coft : 
What turn vnk thou employ, what colours lay 
On the eK^ent of that fuperior day. 
In which one Englilh fubje6l*s profpcrous hand 
' (So Jove did will ; fo Anna did conunam]) 

Broke 
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Broke the prcmd column atthf mtAtt^ ptai&. 
Which fixty M^mttn had dbnfpir'd to raife ? 

From the loft fieM a hundred ihuidards brought 
Muft be the work of Chante, and Fortune's faah r 
Bavaria's ftars muft btf iccUs'd, which ihohe, ^ 

That fatal day the mighty Work was done I 

With rays oWique Upon the GalUe ftin : J 

Some DaeiMoif y ehi7ing France, mified the fight ; 
And Mars miflook, tliougll Louis CnrdetM right. 

When thy * ybtmg Mu(e inrokM the tuneful Nine, 
To fay how Louis did not pafe the Rhine ; 
What work had we mth Wageninghen, Amheim, 
Places tliat could not be reduc'd to rhyme ! 
Andy though tlie Poet made his laft efforts^ 
Wurts — who cottld mefition in heroic— .Wurts * 
But, tell me, hadft thou reafon to complain 
Of the rough tiiUiAphs of the lad campaign > 
The Danube refcued, and the Empire fav'd. 
Say, is the majefty of verft retrierVi ? 
And would it prejudice thy fofter Vein, 
To fmg the princes, Louis and Eugene ? 
Is it too hard in happy vcrfe to place 
The Vans and Vanders of tlie Rhine and Maefe ? 
Her warriors Anna fends from Tweed and Thames, 
That France may fall by more harmonious names ? 
Canft thou not Hamilton or Lumley bear ? 
Would Ingoldfby or Palmes offend thy ear ? 

* <* En vain, pour tc loucr, &c.*' Ep, 4. 

And 
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And is there not a found in Marlborough's namc^ •« 
Which thou and all tliy bretliren ought to claim, I 
Sacred to verfe, and fure of endlefs fame ? J 

Cutts is in metre fomething harfh to read ; 
Place me the valiant Gouran in his ftead : 
Let the intention make the number good : 
Let generous Sylvius fpcak for honeft Wood. 
And thougli rough Churchill fcarce in verfe will Hand, 
So as to have one rhime at his command ; 
With eafe the bard, reciting Blenheim's plain. 
May clofc the verfe, remembering but the Dane. 

I grant, old friend, old foe, (for fuch we arc 
Alternate as the chance of peace and war,) 
That we poetic folks, who muft reftrain 
Our meafur'cl fayings in an equal chain. 
Have troubles utterly unknown to thofe, 
Who let their fancy loofe in rambling profe. 

For inltancc now, how hard is it for me 
To make my matter and my verfe agree ! 
** In one great clay on Hochftet's fatal plain, 
•* French and Barvarians twenty thoufand flain : 
*« Pu{h'd through the Danube to tlie ihorcs of Styx 
<* Squadrons eighteen, battalions twenty- fix : 
" Officers captive made, and private men, 
" Of thefe twelve hundred, of thofe thoufands tciu 
** Tents, ammunition, colours, carriages, 
** Cannon, and keitle-drums !" — fwcct numbers thcfc! 
But is it thub you Eiiglifli bards conjpofe ? 
With Runic lays thus tag infipid profc ? 

And, 
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And, when you fliould your Hero's deeds rehfiarfe|- » 
Give us a commiflfary'a lift in verfe ? 

Why,faitii ! Dcfpreaux, thei;e 's fenfc in what you fay j 
I told you where my difficulty lay : 
So \taft, fo numerous, were great Plenheim*s fpoils,. 
They fcorn the bounds of verfe, and mock the Mufe^ 

. toils. 
To make the rough recital aptly cliime, 
Ox bring the fum of Gallia's lofs to rhime, 
'Tls mighty hard : what Poet would eflay 
To count the flreamers of my brd mayor's day ? 
To number all the feveral difhes dreft 
By honeft Lamb, laft coronation feaft? 
Or make Arithmetic and Epic meet. 
And Nevvton*s thoughts in Dryden's flylc repeat ? 

O Poet, had it been Apollo*s will, 
TJiat I had fliar'd a portion of thy fkill ; 
Had this poor breaft received the heavenly beam ; 
Or could I hope my verfe might reach my theme ; 
Yet, Boilcau, yet the labouring Mufe fhould ftrive. 
Beneath the fliades of Marlborough's wreatlis to live; 
Should call afpiring Gods to blefs her choice ; 
And tou'tkeir favourite ftrains exalt her voice, 
Arms and a Qjieen to (ing ; who, great and good. 
From peaceful Thames to Danube's wondering flood 
Sent forth tl^ terror of her high commands, 
To favc the nations from invading hands, 
Tp jffop fair Liberty's declining caufe, 
And fix the jarring world with eaual laws. 

3 The 
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The q«ecn fliould fit in Windfor's facred groTr, 
Attended by the Gods of War and Love -: 
Both fhould with equal zesd her fmiles implore^ 
To fix her joys^ or to extend her fiower. 

Sadden, the Nyn^hs and Tritcms fhould appear ; 
And, as great Anna's fmiles diQjcl their fear. 
With aftive dance fliould her obfervance xlam ; 
With vocal fhell fhould found her happy name ; 
TTheirmafterThamesihould leave the neighboariBgfhoiti 
£y his (brong anchor known, and filver oarj 
Should lay his enfigns at his fovereign's ifcct j 
And audience mild with humble grace intrcat. 

To her, his dear defence, he fliould complaiiiy 
That, while he bleffes her indulgent reign, 
Whilft funhcft feas arc by his Hcets furveyM, 
And on his happy banks each India laid ; 
His brethren Macfe, and Waal, and Rhine, and Saaty 
Feel the hard burthen of opprcfRve war ; 
That Danube fcarce retains his rightful covrfc 
Agtinft two rebel armies neighbouring force ; 
And all muft weep fad captives to the Seine, 
Unlefs unchain'd and freed by Britain's queen* 

The valiant fovereign calls her general forth j 
Neither recites her bounty, nor his worth : 
She tells him, he mufl: Europe's fate redeem. 
And by that labour merit her eflecm ? 
She bids him wait her to the facred hall; 
Shows him prince Edward, and the conqucrM Grol ; 
"Filing the bloody crofs upon his brtaft, 
"Says, he muft die, or fuccour the diftrcfs'd j 

Placing 
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Phcing the Saint an emblem by his fide, 

She teHs him. Virtue arm'd muil conquer lawlefs Pride« 

The Hero bows obedient, and retires : 
The queen's commands exalt the warrior's fiixs^ 
His fteps are to the filcnt woods inclin'd,. 
The great dafign revolving in his mind ; 
When to his fight a heavenly form appears : 
Her hand a palm, her head a laurel wears. 

Me, (he begins, the fsdrefl: child of Jove, 
Below for ever fought, and blefs'd above ; 
Me, the bright fource of wealth, and power, andikmei 
(Nor need I fay, Viftoria is 'my name ;); 
Me the geeat father down to thee has fent ; 
He bids me wait at thy diftinguifli'd tent, 
To execute what Anna's wi(h would have : 
Her fubjeA thou, I only am her flave. 

Dare then, thou much bclov'd by fmiling Fate^ 
For Anna's fake, and in her name, be great : 
Go forth, and be to diilant nations known 
My future favourite, and my darling fon^ 
At ScheUenbergh I '11 manifeft fuflain 
Thy glorious caufe ; and fpread my wings again> 
Confpicuous o'er thy helm, in Blenheim's plain. 
The Goddefs faid, nor would admit reply ; 
But cut the liquid air, and gain'd the iky. 

His high commiiiion is through Britain known, 
And thronging armies to liis flandard run ; 
He marches thoughtful, and he fpecdy fails : 
(Blefs him, ye fcas ! and profper him, ye gales!) 
Vol. t O, Belgia 



} 
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Belgia receives him wclcoifte to her ihores j 
And William's death with IcflfenM grief deplom : 
His prcfcncc only muft retrieve that lofs ; 
Marlborough to her muft be what William was. 
So when great Atlas, from thefe low abodes 
RecalPd, was gathered to liis kindred gods ; 
Alcides, refpited by prudent Fate, 
Sudain'd the ball, nor droop'd beneath the weight. 

Secret and fwift behold the Chief advance ; 
Sees half the empire join'd, and friend to France : 
The Britifli general dooms the fight ; his fword 
Dreadful he draws ; the captains wait the word. 
Anne and St. George the charging hero cries : 
Shrill echo from the neighbouring wood replies 
Anne and St. George.— At that aufpicious Uga 
The l^andards move ; the adverfe armies join. 
Of eight great hours. Time mcafures out the iaiMh ; 
And Europe's fite in doubtful balance ftands ; 
The ninth, Vi^'hyria comes:— o'er Marl borough'^ head 1 
CoRtchM Ihe iits : the hefdle troops recede :- 
Triumphs the Goddefs, from her promife fineed. 

The cagie« by the Britiih lien's might 
VnchairtVi and firee, direAs her upward fligliK : 
>«or did ihe e>r with iboaeer pcnioas foar 
From Tybcr^ hir.k, than now from Danube^ flkGR. 

Fir a with the thovghrs which thefe ideas raife, 
Ar.o 5!;«j: 4LX*:»iHoa of my cowaayV rraife } 
Thr L-cUdi Mufe ftouli like the Masnun tile, 
!v.-:rrul cjf <:jLrd\ and cloccs &*>uld reach tAe ^W, 
Wjyi uvrioir ^tlx.-'Uira wkh c-tv :*dlij purtned I 

^ But 
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But we muft change the ftyle — juft now I faid, 
I ne^erjKrip^ mafter of thi tw^efol trade ) 
Or the fnaall genius whicb my youth could boafl^ 
In profe and buflhefs Hes extin^ and loft : 
BlefsMy if I m9^ fome younger Mufe exdte ; 
Point out the game, and animate the flight ; 
That, from Marfeilles to Calais, France may know. 
As we have conquerors, we have poets too ; 
And either laurel does in Britain grow ; 
That, though among oucfelves, with too much heat. 
We foraetimes wrangle, when we fliould debate; 
^A confequential ill which freedom draws ; 
A bad effe6l, but from a noble caufe ;) 
We can with univerfal zeal advance. 
To curb the faithlefs arrogance of France ; 
Nor ever (hall Britannia's fons refufe 
To anfwer to thy Mafler or thy Mufe ; 
Nor want juft fubjeft for viftorious ftrains, 
While Marlborough's arm eternal laurels gains ^ 
And where old Sjpenfer fung, a new Elifa reigns 



} 



Upon this Paflkge in the Scaligeriana. 

-" Les AUemans oe ce foucjent pas quel Vin ils boivent 
« pourveu que cc foit Vln, ni quel Latin ils parlent 
** pourveu que ce foit Latin." 

TXT^ ;E N you with High-Dutch Heeren dine, 
' Expe6l falfe Latin, and ftumm'd wine : 

They never tafte, who always drink ; 
They alsvays talk, who never think. 
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To z. CKPILD of quality; 

Five Years old, 1704; 
The A u T H o s. then Forty. 

I. 
T ORDS, knights, and Tquires, the numerous band^ 
"^ That wear the fair Mifs Mary's fetters. 
Were fummon'd by her high command. 
To fhew their paflionsby their letters. 
H. 
My pen amongft the reft I took, 

Left thofe bright eyes that cannot read 
Should dart their kindling £res, and look 
The power they have to be obeyed. 
III. 
Nor quality, nor reputation. 

Forbid me yet my flame to tcU, 
Dear five years old befriends my pafTLon, . 
And I may write till fhe can fpell, 
IV. 
For, while Ihe makes her filk-worms beds . 

With all the tender things I fwear ; 
\\'hilft all the houfe my palfion reads. 
In papers round her baby's hair ; 
V. 
She may receive and own my flame. 

For, though ihs rtii»^cft prudes ihould know t^ 
She *H pafs tor a nu u viituous dame. 
And 1 tor an u: happy poet. 

\X TbcB 



VI. 

(Thetf tdOy '»alas ! Wheaihe fhdl tear 

The lines fome youpger rival fends j 
She *11 give me leave to write, ' I fear. 
And we ihall MA continue friends. 

vii. ' 

^For, as our different ages move, 

'Tis fo ordain'd, (would Fate but mend it !) 
That I ihall be pafl: making love, 

When ihe begins to compreliend it. 
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TH E ihirdy Man, if he in love obtains. 
In open pomp and triumph reigns : 
The fubtile Woman, if (he Ihould fucceed, 
Difowns the honpur of the deed. 

II- 

Though He, for all his boaft, is forc*d to yield, 
Though She can always keep the field : 
He vaunts his. conquefts, ihe conceals her.fhame ; 
How Partial is the voice of Pame I 



50'3 For 
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For the PLAN of a FOUNTAIN^ 

OD WBtCB H 

The Effigies of the Qy esn on a Triumpiial Arch ; 
The Figure of the Dukle of Marlborough beneath; 

AND 

The chief Rivers of the World round the whole WorL 

"^ E aftive ftreata^, where-e'cr your waters How, 
•*• Let diftant climes and furtheft nations know, 
What yc from Thames and Danube have been taught^ 
How Anne commanded, and how Marlborough fought. 

Quaecunque aetemo propcratis, flumina, lapfu, 
Divifis late terris, populifquc remotis, 
Dicite, . nam vobis Tamefis narravit Sc Ifter, 
Anna cj^uid imperils potuity quid ^-ladbucus atmiw 

THE CAMELEON. 

AS the Cameleon, who is known 
To have no colours of his own ; 
But borrow from his neighbour's hue 
His white or black, his green or. blue ; 
And ftruts as much in ready light. 
Which credit gives him upon fight,. 
As if tlie rain- bow were in tail 
Settled on liim tnd.his heirs male; 
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So the young fquire, when firft he comes 
From country fchool to Will's or Tom's, 
And equally, in troth, is fit 
To be a flatefman, or a wit j 
Without one notion of his own, 
He faunters wildly up and down, 
Till fome acquaintance, good or bad^ 
Takes notice of a flaring lad, 
Admits lum in among the gang ; 
They jeft, reply, difputc, harangue : 
He a£ts and talks, as they befriend him, 
SmearM with the colours which they 1^ biau 

Thus, merely as his fortune chances^ 
His merit or his vice advances. 

If haply he the fcft purfues. 
That read and comment upon news { 
He takes up their myflerious facei 
He drinks his cofifee without lace ; 
This week his mimic tongue runs o'er 
What they have faid the week before 5 
His wifdom fets all Europe right. 
And teaches Marlborough when to £ght. 

Or if it be his fate to meet 
With folks who have more wealth th^n wit ; 
He loves cheap port, and double bub ; 
And fettles in the Hum-drum club : 
He learns how (locks will fall or nfe | 
Holds poverty the grcatefl vice j 
Thinks wit the bane of converfation ; 
And fays that learning fpoils a nation. 

O 4 But 
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But if, at firfty hit minds his hits. 
And drinks chimpaiga amoDg the wits ; 
Five deep he toaih the tDWcring lafles { 
Repeats you vcries wrote on glaiies 5 
Is in the chair ; .prefcribes the law ; 
And lies with thofe he never law. 



MERRY ANDREW. 

O LY Merry Andrew, the lail Somhwark-fair ^ 

*^ ( At Batthol mew he did not much appear, \ 

So p^vilh was the cdic^ of the mayor) ; J 

A: South wark therefore, as his tricks he Ihow'dy 

To plcafe our mailers, and his friends the croud ; 

A hujTc ncars-tonguc he in his rijrht-hand held. 

His left was wirh a rood black-pudding fill'd. 

\Vi:h a grave look, ir. this octl equipage, 

The clouT.ifli mimic travcrfcs the ftage. 

\\"hv how no^\ Andrew ! cries his brother droll ; 

To-v:jv's cor.cc::, mcdiink?, is fometlung dull : 

Come on, f:r, to cur worthy friends exphio. 

What Jlnt? \cnir emblematic worfliip mean ? 

Quotii Ancicw, Horn: E::gli»h let us f^^ak : 

Your c?!:l.'c-(wha: d" \c cill t) is heathen Greek, 

To ;oriiiic or pudding tViOU halt no pretence : 

f .carnir.jj thy talent i<, bu: mine is fccfc. 

That Iniiy fcwl I was, which thou art now ; 

Pcliitjus to comft, not knowing how ; 

\V::h vc;-y good de!:gr, but little wit, 

i'.! uv.iro or pt ailing; ;tii;\g«, as 1 diought f.t. 

I for 
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^ for this conduft had what I deferv'd ; 

And, dealing honefU)ry was ahnoft flarv'd. 

But, thanks to my indulgent liars, I^at; 
'Since I have found the fccrct to be great. 
^O, dcareft Andrew, fays the humble droll, 

Henceforth may I obey, and thou control; 

Provided thou impart thy ufefiil (kill. — 

Bow then, fays Andrew ; and, f©r once, I will. -^ 

Be of your patron's mind, whate'er- h&'fays ; 

Sleep very much j think little j and talk lefs : 

Mind neither good nor bad, nor right nor wrong; 
'But eat your pudding, flave j and hold your tongue. 
A reverend prelate ftopt his coach and fix, , 

To laugh a little at our Andrew's tricks. 

But, when he heard him give tliis golden rule, 
-Drive on (he cried)} this- fellow is no £c>oL 



A S 1 TJl I L E. 

T^EAR Thomas, didft tSiou never pop 
^^ Thy head hito a tin-man's fhop ? 
There, Thomas, didft thou never fee 
('Tis but by way of (imile) 
A fquirrel fpend his little rage. 
In jumping round a rowling cage ; 
The cage, as eitlier fide turn'd up, 
Striking a ring of bells at top? -^ 

Mov'd in the orb, pleased with the chimes. 
The fooliflr creature thinks hfr climbs^ 

* But 
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But here or fhcrc, turn wood or wire, 
He never gets two inches higher. 

So fares it wiih thofe merry blades^ 
That friik it under Find us' fhadcs. 
In noble fong, and lofty odes, 
They tread on ftars, and talk with gods ; 
Still dancing in an airy round. 
Still pleas'd with their own vcrfes* found 5 
Brought back, how faft foe'cr they go. 
Always afpiring^ always low. 



THE FLIES. 

O A Y, fire of infeSs, mighty Sol, 
*^ (A fly upon the cliariot-polc 
Cries out) what blue-bottle alive 
Did ever with fuch fury drive ? 
Tell, Belzebub, great father, tell, 
(Says t'other, pcrch'd upon tlic wheel} 
Did ever any mortal fly 
Kaife fuch a cloud of duft as I ? 

My jucigemcnt turn'd the whole debate t 
My valour fav'd the finking flate. 
So talk two idle buzzing things ; 
Tofs up their heads, and flretch their wingt. 
But, let the truth to light be brought. 
This neither fpoke, nor t'other fought : 
No merit in their own behaviour : 
Both rais'd, but by their party's favour. 



From 
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From tlie GREEK, 

GREAT Bacchus, bom in thunder and in*firc» 
By native heat alTcrts his dreadful fire. 
Nourilh'd near fliady rills and cooling flreamsj^ 
He to the nymphs avows his amorous flames. 
To all the brethren at the Bell and Vine, 
The moral fiays ; mix Water with your wine. 



EPIGRAM. 

"C^RANK carves vdry ill, yet will palm all the meats; 
•*■ He eats more than fix, and drinks more tlian he cats^. 
Four pipes after dinner he conflantly fmokes j. 
And feafons liis whifis with imp^ninent jbkes^ 
Yet fighing, he fays, .we muft certainly break ; 
And my cruel unkindnefs compels him to fpeak ; 
For of late I invite him — fyit four, times a. week* 



■ \ 



ANOTHER. 

'T^O John I ow*d great obligation; 
-■• But John unhappily thought fit. 
To publifh it to all the nation : 
Sure Jt>hii,aftd I arc more than quit.. 



A N a- 
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ANOTHER. 

*^^.E S, every poet is a fool, 
'•*■ By dcmonftration Ned can ihow it. 
Happy, could Ned*s inverted rule 
Prdvc every fool to be a poet. 

ANOTHER. 

'T^HY nags, the leaned things alive ! 
•^ So very hard thou lev'ft:to thrive j 
•I heard thy anxious coach-man fay. 
It coft thee more in ^^hip8, than hay. 

To aPcrfon who wrote 111, and (poke Worfe 
againft Me. 

T YE, Pliilo, untouched, on my peaceable ihelf ; 
•^^ Nor take it amifs, that fo little I heed thee : 
I Vc no envy to thee, and fome love to myfclf : 
Then why ihould I anfwer ; iince £ril 1 mufl read 
thee? 

^ Drunk with Helicon's waters and double-breVd buby 

Be a linguifl, a poet, a critic, a wag ; 
'To the folid delight of thy well-judging club. 

To the damage alone of thy bookfeller Brag. 

?wf« 
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Purfue me with fatire* what harm is there in *t ?" 
But from all viva voce refle6Hon forbear : 

There can be no danger from what thou ihalt print s 
Inhere may be a little from what thou may'ft fwear* 



On the fame Perlbn. 

TXTH I L E, fafter than his coftive brain indites, 
^ ^ Philo's quick hand in flowing letters writes j. 
His cafe appears to me like honeft Tcague's^.. 
When he was run away with by his legs. 
Phcebusy give Philoo'er himfelf command; 
Quicken his fenfes, or reftrain his hand ; 
Let him be kept from paper, pen, and ink : 
9o may he ceafe to write, and learn to think*. 

** Quid fit futurum cras.fugeqtiscrcre— ** 

TT O R what to-morrow Ihall difclofe. 

May fpoil what you to-night propofe t 
England may change ; or Clbe fbray : 
Love and life are for to-day. i 

A Ballad of the Notbrowne M aydb*. 
Written three hundred years fince *• 

A. 

"D E it ryght, or wrong, thefe men among on womea 

■*** do complayne 5 

Affyrmpge this, how that it is a'la)ao\xx liQWiX*vR.N«?^Tt^s 
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To Iov£ tliem wekj for ae? 4sr » 4f k thy loveaman 

agayne : 
For Irx a mm do wh«t l»e «iii, Uieyr fjivonr t^ ituyQ^ 
Y^, yf a nevK do diem purAne, tkt^y f^rft ir«t lorec 

than 
Laboureth for nought; for from her tiiouglit he ii 

a banyiked man. 

B. 
I fay^ nat, nay, hat diat all day tt is bodhe wiirand fay^ 
^hat woraens fayth is, as who fayth, all utterly de- 
cayed : 
But, neverthekfSe, Tyglit ^ood wytnifle ta ilus cafe 

might be layed. 
That tliey love true, and -eoQtipiic; recordc the noc» 

browne mayde;; 
Which, when her love came, her to prove, to her w 

m»ke his mone^ 
Wolde nat depart ; for in her hart ihe loved but hyn 

alone. 

A. 
Than betwayne us hne ms dyfcus whit was luU the 

manere 
Betwayne them two ; we wyU -alfo tell liU the pape, 

and fer^ 
That fhe was in: nowe I bcgyn, fo tlvat ye me an- 

fwerc^ -— . . 
Whcrfore, all ye, that prefcqt be, I pray yoa gyve aa 

ere : ^* 
I am the knyght ; I come by nyglxt, as fecrcc.as I caiH 
Sa>;inge, Alas, ;bus itapil&«b ^ ca6» Jn9i,a-haiiyA^ 
man. 
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B. 

.nd I your wyll for to fulfyll in this wyll nat refufe ; 
ruftynge to fliewe in wordes fewe» diac men have an 

yll ufe 
To theyr own (hame) women to blame, and caufdelle. 

them accufe: 
lierfore to you I aniWere nowct all women to ex- 

cufc, — 
fyne owne hart dere, with you what chere ? I pray you, 

tell anone ; 
or, in my mynde, of all mankynde I.bve but you 

alone. 

A. 
; ftandetK fo; a dede is do, whereof grete harme lull 

growe : 
fy deftiny is for to dy a ibamefliU deth, I trowe ; 
>r elles to fie : the one mui): be ; none other way I 

knowe, 
ttC to wichdmwe as an outlawe, and take me to mj 

bowe. 
(Therfore, adue, my owne hart true ! none other rede 

I can; 
or I mud to the grene wode go, alone, a banyfhqd 



B. 
» Lorde, what b this worldys blyife^ that chaungeth 

as the mone ! 
"be fomers day ia lufij May b dcrkcd before the 
none. — 

IK<et^ 
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I here you.f«jr,.fiMrewell| Nay, nay, we depart not fo^ 

fone: 
Why {ky yc fo? wheder wyll ye go? alas, whathav& 

ye done ? 
AM my welfare to forowe and care iholde chaunge, yf 

ye were gone ; 
For, in my mynde, of all mankyade L love but pa 

alone. 

A. 
I can bcleve, it ihall you grcve, and fOmwhat you 

djrftrayne : 
But, aftyrwarde, your paynes harde within a day or 

twayne 
Shall fone aflake; and ye fhall take comfort to you 

agayne. 
Why iholde ye ought ? for, to make thought, yous 

labour were in vayne.. 
And thus I do ; and pray you to, as hartely as I can ; 
For I muft to the grene wode go, alone, a banyihcd 

man. 

B. 
Kow, fyth that ye have fhewed to me the fecret of your 

mynde, 
1 ihall be playne to you agajme, lyke as ye Ihall mc 

fynde : 
Sytli it is fo that ye wyll go, I woUe noc levc be- 

hynde ; 
Sliall it never be fayd, the notbrowne mayd was to her 

love unkynde : 

Make 
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Make you redy^; for fo am I, although it wete anone; 
Tor, m.iny n^m^ of all mankynde I iote but you 

akuR. 

A. 
Tet I you rede to take- good ^he4p v/bat men wyll thynke 

and fay : 
Of yonge and olde it ^all Ix toldej that ye be gone 

away: 
Your wanton wyll 'for to fulfill, in grene wode you to 

And that ye myght from your<lelyght no lengcr make 

delay: 
father than ye iholde thus for me be called an yll 

woman, 
Tet woMe I to the grene wode go, ak)ne, a banyihed 

man; ; 

B. 
Though k be fonge of olde^and yonge, that I iholde be 

to blame, 
Theyrs be the charge that'fpeke fo large in hurtynge of 

my name : 
^or I wyll prove, that feythfuU love it is devoyd of 

ibamei 
In your dyftrefle, and hevynede, to part wyth you, the 

fame ; 
To ihewe all tho that do ntft fo, true lovers are they 

none: 
Tots in my mynde, of all mankynde I love but you 

alone. 
Vol. I. ? K.^ 
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■■.-'■ A. ' 
I coxmctftt'ybMf remember howe it Is no -mtydent 

lawe, 
Kothyngc to dout, but to' rennc out to wode with aa 

outiawe? 
For ye muft there in your hand here a bowe, redy to 

dnvrt ; I 

And, as a thcfe, thus muft you lyve, ever in drede and 

awe; 
Wherby to you grcte harmc myght growe : yet had I 

lever than, 
Tliat I had to the grene wode go, alone^ a banjihed 

man. 

B. 
1 fay nat, nay, but as ye fay, it is no maydens lore : 
But love may make me, for your fake, as I have fayd 

before. 
To come en fete, to hunt, and ihote, to -get us mete ia 

ftore; 
For fo that I your company may have, I aflec no more? 
From which to part, it maketh my hart as colde as ony 

flone ; 
For, in my mynde, of all mankynde I love but you 

alone. 

A. 
For an outlawe, tliis is the lawe, — that men liym tab 

and bynde J 
Without pytc, hanged to be, and waver with the wyndJ 

Jf 
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l^f I ^ad lecde^ (as Qad £»ebede !) what fbcovrft ^gu^b^ 

ycfynde? -r 

ifpr fotke J ^trowe, ye aad your bowe forffxt "wc^* 

drawe behyndc : . r . • .. 

And no mcrvayle j for lytell avayle were in your coun* 

ceyle than : , , . , 

li^erford 111 to die grene wode go, alone, a bai^ytiied 

man. 

B. 
JLig^t wele knowe ye, that women be but feble.for to« 
' "fygbt; 

No womanhede it is, indede, to be -bolde as a knyght ;/ 
Yet, in iuch fere yf tliat ye were with enemyes day 

and night, , . .• 

rwoldewithHande, with bowe in hande, tohelfxsyou 

with my myght. 
And you to fave ; as women have from deth many a 

one ; * 

For, in my mynde, of all mankynde I love but you, 

aloBC. - 

A. . . 
Yet take good hede 5 for ever 1 drede that ye coudc nat 

fuftayne 
The thornie wayes, the de|>c valeies, the fnowc, the 

froft, the rayne, 
iTie colde, the hete : for, dry, or wetc, we muft lodge 

on the playne j . 
Arid, us above, nonct)thcr rofe but a brake, t>uih, or 

twaync: 

P 4 "^VvO^ 
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Wfakk feme &didc gf tfvtf yomy'lMont nidyttwoldd 

gladly than 
Tkit I iMd t» tfM gMft6. micpit rion^ « iNuiTibed 

man. 

* * ■ g. 

I^k I, have hete been partyn«re with you of joy mi 

blyfTc, i 

I muft alfo parte of your wp endure, as refon is : 
Yet am I fure of one plesure,- and, fliortely, it is this>— 
l*hJtt, Whttt ye btf, me fertieCh, pard^, I coudc not JRnt 

amyfle. 
Without ittcJrc fpedte, t you bcfcche that wc were 

montciy goncj 
For, in my mynde, of all mankynde I lore but you 

A. 
Yf ye goo thyder, ye muft coniider,— whan ye havt lufl 

to dyne. 
There (hall no mete, be for to gete, neyther.beftf ale^ 

ne wyne ; 
Ne ihetes clene to lye betwcne^ maden of thieile an4 

twyne ; 
Kone other houfe, but leves and bowes» to cover yowr 

hed and myne : 
O myne hart fwete, this evyll dyete (holde nuke you pak 

and wan ; 
Wherfore I'll to the grene wode go, alone, a banylhe4 

man. 

B. Amongc 
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B. 

Amonee the wylde dere, fuch an ardi^ as bien fay- 
that yc be, 

May ye nat fayje of good vitayle, where is ifo gjrete 
plente: 

And water clere of the ryvere fhall be full fwetfe to me| 

With which in hcle I fliall ryght wele endure, as yc 
ihall fee : 

And, or we go, a bedde or two I can provyde anone ; 

For, in my mynde, of all mankynde I love but you 
alone. 

A. 

Lo yet, before, ye muft do more, yf yc wyll go with 

me: 
As cut your here above your ere, your kyrtel above 

the kne ; 
. With bowe in hande, for to withilande your enemyes, 

yf nede be : 
And, this fame nyght, before day-lyght, to wode-warde 

wyll I fle, 
Yf that ye wyll all this fulfill, do it fhortly as ye can 5 
Els wyll I to the grene wode go, alone, a banylhed 
man. 

B. 
I (hall as nowe do more for you than longeth to wo- 

manhede ; 
. To (horte my here, a bow to bf^re, to ihote in tyme of 
nede : — 

P ^ O 
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O my fwete mother, beforb. all other for ^'ou I have 

mpft dxede: <« 

But nowe, adue ! I muft enfue where fortune doch me 

lede, — 
All this make ye : nowe let us fie ; the Jay coraeth hSt 

upon i 
"For, in my mynde^ of all mankynde I love but yoa 

alone. 

A. 
Kay, Qay^ nat fo; ye ihal nat go^ and. I ihall tell yoo 

why, — 
Your appctyght is to be lyght of love, I wele efpy : 
For, lykfi as ye have fayed to me, in lyke wyfe hardely 
Ye wolde anfwerc, whofoever it were, in way of coiri- 

pany. 
It is fayd of oleic, »- fone bote, fone colde j and (b ii t 

woman: 
For I mud to the grene wode go, alone,, a banyified 

man. 

B. 
Yf ye take licde, it is no nede fuch wordes to fay by me; 
For ofc ye prayed, and longe alTaycd, or I you loved, 

parde : 
And though that I of aunccflry a barons daughter be. 
Yet have you proved howe I you loved, a fquyer of lowe 

degrej 
And ever ihall, whatfo befall ; to dy therefore anone ; 
For, in my mynde, of all mankynde I love but you 

alone. 

A. A 
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A bawms chyldc to be.begyldc ! k were a c\irfed dsde-i 
To be fclawc with an outlawe ! Almighty God» for- 

bede! 
Yea, betcr were, the pore fquyere alone to fore^b 

Than ye Iholde fay another day, that by tliat curfed 

dede ^> 

Ye were betrayed : wherfore, good mayd, the bed rede 

that I can, ^ 

Is, that I to the grene wode go, alone, a banyflaed man* 

B. 
Whatever befall, I never fiiall of tliis thyng you upw 

brayd : . . ' 

But yf ye go, and leve me fo, than have ye me betsayed. 
Remember you wele howe tjiat ye dele j for, yf ye be 

as ye fayd, . 
Ye were unkynde, to leve behynde, your love,, the 

notbrowne mayd. 
Truft me truly', that I fhall dy Tone after ye be gone; 
For, in my mynde, of all mankyndc I love but you 

alone. 

A. 
Yf that ye went, ye (holde repent ; for in the foreft 



nowe 



I have purvayed me of a mayd, whom I love more than 

you J 
Another fayrwe than ever ye were, 1 dare it wele 

avowe ; 
And. of you bothe cche iholde be wrox.Vv'i m^ ^'^^x, -^sr 

I rrovre ; 
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It were inync efe, to lyvc in pefe ; fo wyll J, yf I can j 
Wherforc I |o the wode wyll go, alpne, a banyfttd 



B. 

Though in the wode I undyrftode ye had a paramow, 
^ this may nought remove ray thought, but that I 

will be your : 
And (he fliall fynde me f«rft, and kynde, and courteys 

every hour $ 
Glad to fulfyll all that ihe wyll commaunde me, to my 

power: 
For had ye, lo, an hundred mo, yet wolde I be that 

one; 
For, in my mynde, of aU mankynde I love but you 

alone. 

A. 

Myne own dere love, I fe the prove that yc be kpde, 

and true ; 
Of mayde, and wyfe, in all my lyfc, the beft that ever 

I kncwe. 
Be mery and glad, be no more fad, the cafe is chaungcd 

newe; 
For it were ruthe, that, for your truthe, ye fholde have 

caufe to rewe : 
Be nat difmayed; whatfoever I fayd to you, whan I 

began, 
I wyll not to the grenc wode go, I am no banyihcd 

man. 

B. Theft 
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B. 

7hefe tydings be more gladder to me thauxito 1^ made a 

qucpey 
Yf I were fure they fholde endure: but it is often fene, 
Wlian men wyll breke promyfe, they fpeke the wordes 

on the fplene : 
Te ihape fome wyle, me to begyle, and ftele from tac, 

I wene : 
Than were the cafe worfe than it was, and I more wo- 

begone ; 
For, in my mynde,. of all mankynde I love but you 

alone. 

Ye fhall nat nede further to drede ; I will not dyfparage 
You, (God defende !) fyth you defcend of fo.grete..a. 

lynage. v^-- 

Nowe underlVande, -^to We{lmarlande» wluch is myne 

herytage, 
I wyll you bringe ; and with a rynge, by way of ma- 

ryage 
I wyll you. take, and lady make, as ihortely as I can : 
Thus have ye won an erlys fon, and not a banyflied'i 

man. 

B^ 
Here may ye fe, that women be, in love, meke, kyndv* 

and flable : 

Late never man reprove them than, 

But, rather, pray God,, that we may to them be com^ 

fortable. 
Which fometyme proved fuch as ht Uw^t^v'^'l ^-"iX^ 
charmbJe. /* • 
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Forfoth, men wolde that women Iholde be meke X9 

them ech one ; 
Moche more ought they to God obey, and ferve but 

hym alone. 



HENRY AND EMMA. 

A POEM, 

•Upon the Model of the Nut-broivx Maid* 

To C L O E. 

f^T^ H OU, to whofc eyes I bend, at whofe comman<l 
"■- ( Thou ch low my voice, thou gh art let s be my hand) 
1 take the Iprightly reed, and ling^, and plav ; 
Carclcis of whi: the cenfuri-g world msy fav : 
Bright Cloe, obieft of mv conftant vow. 
Wilt thou a while unb«nJ thy ferious brow ? 
Wilt thou with plcafure hear thy lover's t^rains. 
And with one s.eavrnly fmilc o'erpay his pains ? 
^o lorgcr Ihi'.'. :l.c Nut-rrowr. M;:i Vc old ; 
Though fince /.c you:'; :ar« hur.JrtJ years have roll'd: 
At thy dcftre, ihe ihall agiin be rais'd ; 
And l>cr rcvivir.g charx> in '-.'Ir^ vc-c be pr^'d. 

No longisr nvia of «vmi:^ 'Jii'.I cox. yiiin. 
That be may lore, and ror :>^ !cv o a^aizi : 
That vi-e in viir. :>.c f.cV'c :"ix rur.u?. 



Whatever has been writ, whatever faid, 
Of female pailion feign *d, or faith decay'd : 
Henceforth fhaU in my vcrfc refuted (land> 
Be faid to winds, or writ upon the fand. 
And, while roy notes to future times proclaim 
Unconquer'd love and ever- during flame ; 
O faireft of the fex ! be thou my Mufe : 
Deign on my work thyinfluence to difFufe. 
Let me partake the blcffings I rehearfe. 
And grant me, Love, the juft reward of vcrfe ! 
As Beauty's potent queen, with every grace 
That once was Emma's, has adorn*d thy facej 
And a& her fon has to my bofom dealt 
That conOant flame, which faithful Henry felt ; 
O let the (lory with thy life agree : 
Let men once more the bright example fee ,* 
What Emma was to him, be thou to me. 
Nor fend me by thy frown from her I love, 
Diftant and fad, a banifli'd man to rove. 
But oh ! with pity long-intreated crown 
My pains and hopes; and, when thou fay 'ft that one 
Of all mankind thou lov'fl, oh ! tliink on me alone. 



} 



WHERE beauteous I(is and her hu(band Tame. 
With mingled waves for ever flow the fame^ 
In times of yore an ancient baron liv'd ; 
Great gifts beftow'd, and great refpcft receiv*d. 

When dreadful Edward with fuccefsful care > 

Led his free Britons to the Gallic war^ 
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This lord had beaded bis appolnlied btads. 
In firm allegitnce to hk% king's comnMnds f 
And (all due honours fatttfafuHy diichvg'd) 
Had brought hack hh pmemzi coaK eidarg'd 
With a new mark, the witnefs of his toil. 
And no inglorioos part of foreign fpoil. 

From tl)e loud camp retir'd.and noify courts 
In honourable eafe and rural fport. 
The remnant of his days he fafcly paft ; 
Nor found they lagg'd too flow» nor flew too faft. 
He made his wifh with his eflate comply. 
Joyful to live, yet not afraid to die. 

One child he had, a daughter chafte and fair. 
His age's comfort, and his fortune's heir. 
They call'd her Emma; for the beauteous dame« 
Who gave the Virgin birth, had borne the name; 
The name tli* indulgent father doubly lov'd ; 
For in the child the mother's charms improv'd. 
Yet as, when little round his knees flie play»d. 
He call'd her oft* in fport his Nut-brown Maid, 
The friends and tenants took the fondling word 
(As Aill they pleafe, who imitate their lord) ; 
Ufage confirmM what fancy had begun ; 
The mutual terms around the lands were known ; 
And Emma and the Nut-brown Maid were one. 

As with her ftature, Hill her charms increas'd ; 
Through all the ifle her beauty was confcfs'd% 
Oh ! what jKtfcftions muft that Virgin (hare. 
Who faircfl is cftccm*d, where all are fair I 
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From diftant ihires repair the noble ycmtli. 

And iind import for once htd Icflen'd trtlth. 

By wonder firft, and then by paffion todt'd, 

TThey ofcae j diey faror ; they marvel'd ; arid they lov'cL 

By public praifes, and Ijy fetret fighg, 

•Each own'd the general jWer of Emma*s eyes. 

In tilts and tournaments the tslliaht flrbve. 

By glorious deeds to purchafe Emtoa's love. 

In gentle verfe the wifty told their ^aiiiei 

And grac'd their dicriceft fong« with Emma's name 

In vain they combated, in vain they writ ? 

Ufelefs their ftrertgth, and imp6tent their wit. 

■Great Venus tfnly muft direft the dart, % 

Which elfe will never rea'ch the fair-one's heart, V 

Spight of th^ attempts of force, and foft effects of art. J 

Great Venus muft prder the happy one : -* 

In Henry's caufe her favour muft be ihown ^ > 

And Emma, of mankind, muft love but him alone. J • 

While thefe in public to the caftle came. 
And by their grandeur juftified their flame ; 
More fecret ways the careful rienry takes | 
His fquires, his arm^, and equipage forfakes r 
In borrowed name and falfe artire array'd. 
Oft* he finds means tbitc the beauteous maid. 

When Emma hunts, in huntfman's habit drei^ 
Henry on foot purfttes the bounding beaft. 
In his right hand \m beechen pole he bears : 
And graceful tt his fide his horn he wears. 
Still to the glK4^ where fhe has bent her way. 
With knowing ikill he drives i\\e iuiut^ ^xt^ \ 
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B.ci h£7 6tz\lzt ue hilU and ihun the brake; 
Ar.i '^£'A-s ihe path her faced may fafeft take ; 
Diit zzi her ipcar s> £x the glorioas wound ; ^ 

Flc^i'«^ :r. his :c:I> to hare her triumph crown'd; * 
Ani >!o\vs her pr^es in no common found. J 

A :^*coner Hc::rv U, when Emma hawks : 
\V;:h her of Uriels a::d of lures he talks. 
"L'por. h!5 wt::^ ie lowericg merlin fhrnds, 
Pract'.s'd to life, and fiocp at her commands. 
Ar.d when luperior now the bird has flown. 
Arid "headlong brought the rambling quarry down i 
"With humble rererence he accofls the fait. 
And xK-idi the honoured feather decks her hair. 
Yet ftUi, as from the fportivc ncld Ihe goes^ 

His down-cail eye rcreals his inward woes j 

And by h:> look and Jorrow is cxpreft, 

A ncMcr game punucd than bird or beafL 
A fhcpherd row along the plain he roves ; 

Aril, wh his io'ily pipe, delights the groves. 

Tlic neighbouring iwains around the firangcr thxos^ ' 

Or to admire, or emulate his fong : 

"While with ioft lorrow he renews his lays. 

Nor hccdf;tl of tiicir envy, nor their prail'e. 

But, foon as Emma's eyes adorn tlie plain. 

His notes he raiicsi to a nobler ibain, 

"With i!utiful vcl"ix:^ and ftudious fear j 

I-cft any carelclV found otJcnd her ear. 

A frantic Gi--^-" "^ow, the houfe he haunts^ 

And in wilJ ^^ dilTemblcd wants. 

WiA 
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With the fond maids in palmiftry he deals r 

They tell the fccrct firft, which Jie xeveals ; 

Says who ihall wed> and who fhall be beguiPd ; 

What groom ihall get, and fquire maintain the child, - 

But, when bright Emma would her fortune know^ . 

A fofter look unbends his opening brow ; 

With trembling awe he gaze« on her eye. 

And in foft accents forms the kind reply; 

That ihc Ihall prove as fortunate as fair^ 

And Hymen's choiceft gifts are all referv'd for her. 

Now oft* had Henry chang'd his fly difguife. 
Unmarked by all but beauteous Emma's eyes j 
Oft' had found means alone to fee the dame. 
And at hor feet to breathe his amorous flame ^ 
And oft' the pangs of abfence to remove 
By letters, foft interpreters of lore*: 
Till Time and Indufbry (the mighty tw^ 
That bring our wiflies nearer to our yiew^ 
Made him perceive, that the inclining fair 
Receiv'd his 'vows with no rcluftant ear ; 
That Venus had conflrm'd her qqu^l reign. 
And dealt to £mma*s heart a fliare of Jdenry's paiiw 

..While Cupid fmil'd^ by kind'occaflon blefs'd. 
And, witli the fccrtt kept, .rfic love? incrcas'd ; . 
•irhe amorous youth frequents the filent groves | 
j^ind muc^Jhc meditates, for much he loves. 
He loves : 'tis xruej and is belov'4 again : 
<ijreat arehis joyss hut will they long remain ? £ 

£mma with fmiles receives his prefent flame j 
Bu^ fmilmg, will flic ever be the lam^^ rs^ 
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Beautiful looks -are rul'd by fickle minds i 

And fummer feas are turn'd by fudden winds* 

Another Lovt may giun her eafy youth t 

Time changes thought ; and flattery conquirs truth. 

O impotent eftate of human life ! 
Where Hope arid F«ar maintain eternal ihift f 
Where fleeting joy does lafting doubt infpirei 
And mod we queftion, ^hat we moft de(ire I 
Amongft thy various gifts,. grsat Heaven, beflof? 
'Our cup of Love unmix'd j forbear to throw 
Bitter ingn^icnts in ; dor pall the draught 
With naufeous grief: fot our ill-judging thought 
Hardly enjoys the pleaforable tafle ; 
Or deems it not iinoere $ or feats it cannot lad. 

With wilhes rais'd* with jealoufics oppreft^ 
(Alternate tyrants of the human bread) 
By one great trial he refolves to prove 
The faith of Womin, and the force of lore. 
If fcanning Emma's virtues be may iind 
That beauteous frame inclofe a fteady mind. 
He '11 fix his hope, of future joy fecure ; 
And live a flave to Hjmien's happy power. 
But if dw fair-one, as he fears, is frail; 
If, pois'd alight in Reafon's equal fcale. 
Light fly her merit, and her faults prevail ; 
His mind he vows to free from amorous ccreii 
The latent mifchief from his heart to tear, 
Refume his azure arms, and fhine again in war. 

South of the cafUe in a verdant glade 

A jpreading beech extends her friendly Ihade : 

3 Hoe 



} 
} 



PRI.OR^S POEMS. 125 

H«re oft* jtke Nymph hi? breathing vows had heard ; 

Here oft' her iUence had her heart declaf '4< 

^s a^vefpring awak'd her iofa^tbudj^, ^ 

And genial life infbrjB'd the verd^ni: woods j 

Hepryr vx knots involving. Eiwna's ii^m.e. 

Mad half expr^'.d and half concealed his fyrap 

Upon tliis tree : jipd, as the tender mark 

Grew with tlie year, and widened with the hark, 

Venus had he^rd ?he virgin's foft addrcfs. 

That, as the* wound, the pailion might incrc^fe. 

As potent Nature ihed her kindly fhowers, 

And deck'd the various mead with opening flowers ; • 

Upon this tree the Nymph's obliging care 

Had left a frequent wreath for Henry's hair ; 

Which as with gay delight the lover found, 

Fleas 'd widi his conqxieft, ^th her prefent crown*dy 

'Glorious through-all the plains^h&oft' had gone^ 
And to each Swain the my (lie honour (hown ;^ 
The gift fl;iU.prai&'d,. the giver iVill unknown. 
His fecret nojte lihe troubled Henry writes ; 
To the known tree the lovely maid invites': 
Impcrfe6t^wor;ds.and duhipus terins exprcfs. 
That unforefjpen mifchance diiUirb'd Jiis, peace; 
That he muft fom^xliing to her ear commend^ 

- On whidi her.<:qndu^ an(l his life depend. ' 
Soon as tlie fair-one had the note rcceiv'd. 
The remnant of the day alone ^e griev'd : 

-For dijFqjMH this from ev?ry former note. 
Which Venus, didatcjd, ,and Henry wrote ,• 

Vol. 1. ' ' Xl. ':5«\l\^ 
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Which told her all his future hopes were laid 

On the dear'lx)fom of his Nut-brown Maid ; 

Which always blcfs'd lier eyes, and own'd her power ; 

And bid her oft* adieu, yet add6d more. 

Now night advanced. The houfe in flccp were laid. 

The nurtc experienced, and tlie prying maid j 

At laft that fpritc, which does inceflant haunt 

The Lover's ftcps, the ancient Maiden^aunt. 

To her dear Henry Emma wings her way* 

With quicken'd pace repairing forc'd delay ; 

For Love, fantaftic power, that is afraid 

To ftir abroad till watchfulnefs be laid. 

Undaunted than o'er cliffs and valleys flrays. 

And leads his votaries fafe through pathlefs wavs. 

Not Argus with his hundred eyes (hall find 

Where Cupid goes ; though he, poor guide! is blini 

The Maiden tirft arriving, fcnt her eye 
To allc, if yet its chief delight were nigh r 
With fear and with defirc, with joy and pain. 
She fees, and runs to meet him on the plain. 
But oh ! his flcps pnKlaim no lover's hafle : 
On the low ground his tix'd regards are caft^ 
i-lis artful lK}fom heaves dilfembled fighs ; 
And tears fuborn'd fall copious from his eyei. 

Willi eafe, alas ! we credit what we love : 
His painted grief docs real fcnTow move 
la the affliticd fair; adown her cl>etk 
Trickling the genuine tears their current break i 
Attentive ihxxi the mournful Nymph : the Man 
Broke fjlcncc hai : \Vvc x^W akcxtaxft ran. 
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HfiNRT. 
SINCERE, O tell mp, hail thou felt a pain, 
Kmma, beyond what woman knows to feign? 
lias thy uncertain bofom ever drove 
With the firft tumults-of a real love? 
Had thou now dreaded, and now bled his fway. 
By turns iverfe, and joyful to obey ? 
Thy virgin foftnefs had tliou e'er bcwail'd ; 
As Reafon yielded^ and as Love prevailed > 
And wept the potent God*s reiadlefs dart. 
His killing pleafure, his ecdatic finart, 
And heavenly poifon thrilling through thy heart? 
If fo, with pity view my wretched date ; 
At lead deplore* and ^len forget my fate : 
To fome more happy Knight referve thy charms; 
By Fortune favoured, and fuccefsful arms : 
And only, as the fun*s rerolving ray 
Brings back each year this melancholy day. 
Permit one figh, : and fet apart one tear« 
To an abandon'd exile's endlefs care. 
For me, alas ! out-cad of human race, 
Love's anger only wuts, and dire difgrace t 
For loi thefc hands in murther are imbrued ; 
Thefe trembling feet by Judice are purfued : 
Tate calls aloud, and hadens me away j 
A (lameful dt-ath attends my longer day^ 
And 1 this night mud fly from thee and love> 
Condcmn'd in lonely woods, a banifliM m^n, to rove. 

0^4 ^^VWK. 
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Emma. 

What k our blifs, that changeth wth the moon; 
And day of life, that daxiccns ere *m iloon ? 
Wliat is true paflion, if unblcft if dies^ 
And where is Emma's joy, if Henry ^s? 
If love, aks ! be pain ; the pain I bear 
No thought can 'figure, and no tongtrc 'declare. 
Ne'er faithful woman "felt, nor falfe one fei^M-, 
The flames which long lia\*e in my Ijdfoin mghM : 
The God of Love liimlclf inhabits there, ^ 

With all his ra^e, and dread, and grief, and atie, \ 
His complement of ftorcs, ami coral war. j 

H3 ! ceafc tlten coldly tofufpcftmy Idrc.f 
And Itt my deed at leaft my faith approve. . 
Alas ! no youth (hall my endeartncnts fharc ; 
Nor day nor night ihall intcmipt my care ; 
No future ftdn* (hall with truth upbraid 
The cold indilferencc of the Nut-bro\Vn Maid ; 
Nor to liard <>aniflimcnt (hall Henry run ; 
While carcleCb Emma (leeps on l)cds of down. ■ 
View me refolv'd, Wherc-c'er thou Icad^, to g«^ 
'Friend to thy pain,- and partner df thy woe ; 
For I attcfl fair Venus and hcr'fon. 
That I, of all raankihd, will love biit tliee )ilone« 
Henry. 

Let prudence yet obflrufl thy venturous wsiv; 
And take good heed, what men will think and fayi 
'J'hat bl■au^cous Kmma vagrant courfes took j 
Ulcr father's huufc und civil life forfook j 



f m Q R'S P a E IV* Sw ^9 

That|^:|all of yputlsful blood« and iofd o^v^iff^ 
She to 4ie WQQd^Und wkh ^^^ jS^k ran. 
Reflect, ihu If flenM fr»e U nf^t rcg%in'd ; ' 
And yirgin hoKOUTs oA^f » U ajw^y« iUin'd : 
Timely advis'^y tke coming evU (hvm : 
Better not do tht deed» than weep ic dono. 
No penance oa9 abfolve our guilty fame ; 
Kor tearsy that wafii out fm, can wafli out 0Lame. 
Then ily the fad tfkGts of delperate love ; 
And lea^e a bantfh'd man through lonely woods ta rove* 
Emma. 

Let Emma's haple^ cafe be falfely told 
By the rafli youjig, or the ill-hatur'd old : 
Let every tongue its various cenfures chufe ; 
Abfolve with coldnefs^ or witli fpite accufe r 
Fair Truth at kil her radiant beams will raife ; 
And Malice vanqiuiK'd heightens Virtue's praife. 
Let then thy fitvour but indulge my ffight ; 
O ! let my pre&nce make thy travels light ; 
And potent Venus ftall exalt my name. 
Above the rumours of cenforious Fame ; 
Nor from that bufy Demon's reftlefe power 
Will ever Emma other grace implore. 
Than that this truth fliould to the world be known. 
That I, of all mankind, have lov'd but thee alone. 
Henry. 

But caiift dioiu wield the fword, and bend the bow ? 
With aftive force repel the fturdy foe ? 
When the loud tumult fpcaks tjie battle nigh, 

AM Winged deaths in whiftUn^ ano^% i.-^ \ 

.;....■ d X '^^^- 
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Wilt thou, though wounded, yet undaunted fttty^ 
Perform thy pan, and ihare the dangerous day ^ 
Then, as thy ftrcngth decays, thy heart will fail. 
Thy limbs all trembling, and thy checks all pales 
With fruitlcfs forrow, chou, inglorious qtaid^ 
Wile weep thy fafiety by thy lo?e betray 'd : 
Then to thy friend, by foes o*er-charg*d, deny 
Thy Ihtle ufclcfs aid, and coward fly : 
Then wilt thou curfe the chance that made thee love 
A banifli'd man, condemn'd in lonely woods to rovt. 
Emma. 

With fatal certainty Thaleftris knew 
To fend the arrow from the twanging yew 5 
And, great in arms, and foremoft in the war^ 
Bonduca brandifh'd high the Eritifh fpear. 
Could third of vengeance and defire of fame 
Excite the female bread with martial flame Jf 
Atiii fhall not Love's diviner power infpiite 
More haidy virtue, and more generous fire ? 

Near thee, miilruA not, condant I 'U abidc» 
And fall, or vanquifli, fighting by thy fide. 
Though my inferior drengrh may not allow. 
That I iliould bear or draw the warrior bow i 
Wijh ready hand, | will the (haft fupply. 
And joy to fee thy viftor arrows fly. 
1'ouch'd in the battle by the hodile reed. 
Should 'd thou (but Heaven aven it !> ihould'ft the 

bleed ; 
To ftop the wounds, ray fined lawn I *d tear, 
Waih them with tears » and wi^ them with my hmi 



P&IOR'S POEMS. 134 

Bled, when my dangers and my toiU have ihown,. 
That I, of all maukind, could love but thee alone* 
Henry, 

But.canfl thou, tender maid, canfl thou fudaia 
Affli^ve want, or hunger's prefling pain ? 
Thofe. limbs, in lawn and fofteft fdk array'd. 
From fun -beams guarded, and of winds, afraid ; 
Can they bear angry Jove ? can they refill 
The parching dog^flar, and the bleak north-eafl ? 
When, chiird by adverfe fnows and beating rain^ 
We tread with weary ileps the longfome plain ; 
When with hard toil we ieek our evening food, 
Berries and acorns from the neighbouring woo<i ; 
And find among the cliffy no other houfe, 
But the thin covert of fome gathcr'd boughs 2 
Wilt thou not then reluj£bant fend thine eye 
Around the dreary waAe ; and weeping try 
(Though then, aja& ! tliat trial be too late) ^^ 

To find thy fatlier's hofpitable gate, L 

And feats, where eafe and plenty brooding fate ? J 
Thofe feats, whence long excluded thou muft mourn , 
TUat gate, for ever barr'd to thy return : 
Wilt thou not tiien bewail ill-fated love. 
And hate a baniih'd man, condemned in woods to rove ^ 
Em HA. 

Thy rife of fortune did 1 only vved> 
From its decline deteruiin'd to ceccde ; 
I^id I but purpofc to emliark with thee 
On the fmouth furface of a fuuiniti '^ lea 3 

Ci^4 N^V^^. 
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Wliile gentle. Zephyrs play lii prosperous gilft,- 
And Fortune's favour fills the fwclling fails ; 
But would forfake the (hip, and make the Ihore, 
When the winds whiftley and the tenipefts roar ? 
No, Henry, no : one facred oath has tied . 

Our loves ; one dcftiny our life fliall guidft ; I 

Nor wiW nor deep our common way divide. J* 

When from the cave thou rifeft with the day. 
To beat the woods, and roufc the bounding pre^f j 
The cave with mofs and branches I '11 adorn. 
And cheerful fit, to wait my lord's return : 
And, when thou frequent bring'ft the finittcn deer- 
(For feldom, archers fay, thy arrows err), 
I '11 fetch quick fuel from the neighbouring wood, . 
And ftrike the fparkling flint, and dreft the food ; 
With humble duty and officious hafte, 
I ;11 cull the furtheft mead for thy repj^ ; 
The choiceft herbs I to thy board will bring, 
And draw thy water from the fvelheft ipring :• 
And, when at night with weary roil oppreft. 
Soft flumbers thou enjoy'ft, and wholefome reft; 
Watchful I '11 guard thee, and with midnight prayer 
Weary tlie Gods to keep thee in their care ; 
And joyous a!k, at mom's returning ray, 
If thou had health, and I may blefs the day. 
My thoughts fhall fix, my latcft wifli depend. 
On thee, guide, guardian, kinfman, father, frietd : 
By all thefc facred names be Henry knbwn • "-v. 

To Emma's heart ; and grateful let liim own, > 

That ihe, of ail mankind, could love but him alone I J 

Uenkv. 
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Vainly thod itU'ft me^ what the woman'ft cart 
Shall in the wildncfs of the wood prepare : 
Thou, ere thou goeil, unhappieil of thy kind, 
Muft leave the habit and the fex behind.^ 
No longer (hall thy comely treflet bveak 
In flowing ringietron diy ibowy neck-; 
Or (it behind thy head^ an. ampk rovnd. 
In graceful braids with various ribbon bound 9 
No longer ihail the boddice aptly hre'd. 
From thy full bofom te»thy ftender waift^ 
That air and harmony of fliape exprefs, 
Fine by degrees,- and beautifully left : 
Nor (hall thy lower garments artful plait. 
From thy fair fide dependent to thy feet. 
Arm their ehafte beauties widi~a modeft pride. 
And double every charm they (tik to hide. 
Th* ambrofial plenty of thy fliining hair, 
Gropt off and loft, fcaice lower than thy ear 
Shall ftand uneouth : a horfe-man's coat flail hide 
Thy taper Ihape, and comelinefs of frde : 
The fhort trunk-hofe fhall fhew thy foot and knee- 
Licentious^ and to common eye>{ight free : 
And, with a bolder ftride and Ibofer air. 
Mingled with men, a man thou mud appear. 

Nor folitude, nor gentle peace of mind, 
Midaken maid, (halt thou in fbrefts find : 
'Tis long iincc Cynthia and her train were theres- 
Or guardian Gods made innocence tlieir care. 
Vagrafltsand out-hws ihatl otfttiA t\v^ nvc»w x 
ihrfuch aufl be my friends, a\i\tei>aA we.^ 
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By adverfc fortiine roixM in f<pcbil ill^ 
Train'd to affault, and diiciplin'd to kill : 
Their common loYes, a lewd abandon'd pack^ 
The beadle's laib (till flagrant on their back v 
By iloth corrupted, by diforder fed. 
Made bold by want, and proftitute fiM* bread s 
With fuch muO: Emma hunt the tedious day, 
Ailifl their violence, and divide their prey : 
With fueh Ihe muft return ar fetting light. 
Though not partaker, witnefs of their night. 
Thy ear, inur'd to charitable founds 
And pitying love, muft feel the hateful wounds 
Of jeft obfcene and vulgar ribaldry. 
The ill-bred queftion, and the lewd reply 5 
Brought by long habitude from bad to worfe, 
Muft hear the fre(;uent oath, the direful curfc,. 
That lateft weapon of the wretches' war, 
And blafphemy, fad comrade of dcfpair. 

Now, Emma, now the laft rcfled^ion make. 
What tliou would'ft follow, what thou muft forfake i 
By our ill-omen 'd ftars, and adverfe Heaven, 
No n\iddle objctb to thy choice is given. 
Or yield thy virtue, to attain thy lovej 
Or leave a banidi'd man, condemn'd in woods to 
rove. 

Emma. 

O grief of heart ! that our unhappy fates 
Force thee to fuffcr what thy honour hates : 
Mix thee amongft the bad ; cr make thee run 
Too near die patlis wiacli Viicue bids thee Ihun. 
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Yet with her Hem^ ftill Uc Emma go» .. 
With him lUior the vice, but ihare the woe t 
And {are my little heart can never err 
Amidft the worft ; if Henry (till be there. 

Our outward tkdi is prompted from within ; 
And i^om the iinner's mind proceeds the fin & 
By her own choice free Virtue k approved ^ 
Nor by the force of outward objeds mov'd. 
Who has aifay'd no danger^ gains no praifieu. 
In a fmall ifle^ amidft the \yideft feas» 
Triumphant Conilancy has fixUher feat :. 
In vsdn the Syrens (ing, the tempefls beat : 
Their flattery (he reje6^Sy nor fears tlieir threat. 

For thee alone thefe little charms I drcft : 
Condemned them» or abfolv'd them by thy teft. 
In coiqe^y figure rang'd my jewels fhone^ 
Or negligently plac'd for tliee alone :. 
For thee again they ihall be laid a(ide j 
The wooun, ^enty, ihall put ofif her pride. 
For tliee : my cloaths, my fex, exchanged for thee^. 
I'll mingle with the people^s wretdied lee ; 
O line extreme of human infamy ! 
Wanting die fciflarsi. with thefe hands I '11 tear. 
(If that obftrufts my flight) this load of liair. 
Black. iboty or yellow walnut, fball difgrace 
This little red and white of Emma's face, 
Thefe n^ls with fcratches ihall deform my bieail>. 
Left by my look or colour be exprefs'd 
The mark of aught high-barn, or ever better drefa^d, 
Yet in this commence, under this difguife^ 
Let me be gracefttl ilill to lUnty'^ ev.c% \ 
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Loft to the world. Jet mt to him be knoNvn c > 

My fate I ckn abfolvo, if he (hall rmm, i 

That, leaving all maakind, I loiw but htm alone. J 
Henry. 

O wildeft thou^t of an abandonM mind I 
Name, habit, parefit9> wotaan, le(t behind, 
Ev'n honour dubious, diou preferr^ t& ge 
Wild to the woods widi me : faid Bmma fo f 
Or did I dream what Emma never faid f 
O guilty error I and O wretched maid I 
Whofe roving fancy would rafolve «he fame 
With him, ^ho next iheuld tempt her ea(y fame | 
And blow with empty words the fufeeptible iame. 
Kow why ihould doubtful terms thy mind perpkz ? 
Confefs thy frailty, and avow the fex t 
No longer looTe defire for conftant love 
Miftake ; but fay, 'tis Man with whom thou kmgll toiowt. 
Emma. 

Are there not poifons, racks, andjaaies, and fwoids; 
That Emma thus muft die by Henry*6 words } 
Yet what could fwords or poifon, racks or flame. 
But mangle and disjoint this brittle frame f 
More fatal Henry's words ; they avrder Emma^ 
fame. 

And fall thefe fayings from that gentle tongue^ 
Where civil fpeech and foft perfuafion hung ; 
Wlioie artful fweetncfs and hannonious ftrain. 
Courting my grace, yet courting it in vain, 
Call'd fighs, and tears, and wiihes, to its aid i i« 

And, whilfl ;t Henry's glowing flame convey'4l, v 

jU bJ^m'd thQ coldjiicfs of the Nut-birowa ^lakl ) J 

Let 



} 
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:TLct cn/ious Jealwfty tiifl cariccir'd ^ife ■ n ' 

^x>duce my aftions to fevcreflft It^t, f 

And tax my open day, ofr fccrct ni^ft. J 

IMd e'er my tongue fpeak my unguardercl htsot 
Ttic Icaft incliriVl to play the Wanton's ^aft? 
Did e*er my eye one inwarfl thought revei^ 
Which togeh mi^ not hear, and inr^irti tell f 
And hail drou, M eu f ry, in tny cenAuA JcM^n i 

One fault, but thit Mrhich 1 muft Mivsr bumy L 

That I^ of all MUikitid, have Wd hut theo alo&ef J 

H B'N R T« 

Vainly thod -talktlrof loving me nlone^ ■ 
-Each man is man ; Knd fifll our fbc is cm^ 
Falfe are our words, and fickle is ourminA.: 
Nor m Love's ritual can wc ever&d 
Vows made to laft, or promifcs to 'bind. 

By Nature ptDinptcd, and for empire ma^e^ 
Alike by ftrength ot c^innit\g -we littude ^ 
When arm'd With rtgc we maith againft thfe'fbe^ 
We lift the bartlfcHRX, ackl draw dit 1aoir : 
Wlien, fiif'd Vith paffion, we ifttickthe fwr, 
Deluiive iighs and brittle voWs wel}ear; 
Our falihood and our arms have equal uTe ; 
As they our coti^ueid or delight produce. 
The fdblith heart thou gitv'ft, again receive^ . 
The only boon departing love can^ive. 
To be lefs Wretchdd, be no longer true j • ^i 

Wliat^ftrives to fty thee, why fliouldll thou purfuc? V 
Porget the {^nffentlflame, indulge a new ; J- 

"Shigle the lovelieil of the amorous youth $ 
Alkforliis vow; but hqpc not for h\^ twxVw 
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The next man ;(and the next thou flult believe) -^ 
Will pawn his gods, intending to deceive ; f 

Will kneel, implore, perfift, ^mome, and leave. ^ 
Hence let thy Cupid aim his airowt right ; -J 

Be wife and falfe, ihun trouble, feek delight ; / 

Change thou the firft, nor wait thy lover's flight. ^ 

Why ^ould'ft tl\ou weep i)et Nature judge our cafei 
J faw thee young and fair { purfued the cliafie 
Of Youth and Beauty : I another faw 
Fairer and younger : ' yielding to the law 
Of our all-ruling mother, I purfued 
More youth, more beauty : bleft viciflitude ! 
My a^ivc heart ftiU keeps its priftiiie flgme i 
The ohjeft-a(lter*d, the defirc the fame. 

This younger fairer pleads her rightful charms f 
With prefent power compels me to her arms. 
And'much I fear, from my fubje^ted mind 
(If Beauty's force to conftant Love can bind). 
That years may roll, ere in her turn, the maid 
Shall weep the fury of my love decay'd j 
And weeping follow me« as thou doft now. 
With idle clamours of a broken vow. 

^or can the wildnefs of thy wiflies err 
So wide, to hope that thou miy'd live with her. 
Love, well thou know'^fl, no partnerihip allows : 
Cupid averfc rejcfts divided vows : 
Then from thy fooiiTh heart, vain maid, remove 
An ufelefs forrow, and an ill-flarr'd love ; 
And leave me, with tlie fair* at large in woods to 
rove. 

£mma. 



) 
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Emma. 

Arc wc m life through one great error led ? 
Is each man perjur'd, and each nymph bccray'd? 
Of the fuperibr fcx art thou the worft? 
Aril I of mine the mod compleatly curfl? 
Yet let me go with thee ; and going prove. 
From what I will endure, how much I love. 

This potent beauty, this triumphant fair. 
This happy ohje6l of cur different c^re, 
Her let me follow; her let me attend 
A fervant ((he may fcom the name of friend). 
What Jhe demands, inceitant I '11 prepare : 
I *i\ weave her garlands ; and I '11 plait her hair s 
Mf bufy diligence ihall deck her board 
(For there at leaft I may approach my lord) ; 
And, when her Henry's fofter hours advife 
His fervant's abfence, with dejected eyes 
Far I "^11 recede, and fighs forbid to rife. 

Yet, when incieaKing grief brings flow difeafe $ 
And eblnng life, on terms ievere as thefe. 
Will hare its little lamp no longer fed $ 
When Henry's miflxefs ihews him Emma dead ; 
Refcue my poor remains from vile neglef^ : ^ 
With virgin honours let my heaife be deckt. 
And decent emblem ; and at leaft perfuade 
This happy nymph, that Emma may be laid 
Where thou, dear author of my death, where fhe^ 
With fre({uent eye my fepulchre may fee. 
The nymph amldft her joys may haply breadie 
One ittoiit figh, tcfleftiag on m^ ^le^xV^ 
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And the fad fate which ihe ma J one day prove, 
IVho hopes horn Heary*8 vo^ws cttnial love. 
And thou forfwora, thou crud^ as thou arf^ 
If Emma's image ever touched thy heart ; ' 
Thou fure muft.give «Qe thought, and drop. one tmr 
•To her, whom love ahandon'd to defpair-; 
To her, who, idying, on the wounded iloae 
.Bid it in laiHng characters be known^ 
That, of mankind* ihe lov'd but thee alone. 
Henry. 

Hear, fc^emnjovej and ^onfcious Venus, hear; 
And thou, bright maid, believe me whilf 1 1 fwear ; 
No time, no change, no future "flame, fhallmove 
The wcU-plac'd bafis of xny lafting love. 
•O powerful. virtue ! O vi£lorious fair ! 
At lead excufe a trial too fevere : 
Jleceive the triumph, and forget the war. 

No baniih'd man, condemn'd in woods jto rove* 
In treats thy pardon, and .knplores .thy love : 
No perjur'd knight defires to quit thy adqs, 
Faircft colle£fcion of thy. fex's charms. 
Crown of my love, and honour of my youth f 
Henry, thy Henry, with eternal truth, 
As thou may'fl wiih, ihall all his life imploy. 
And found his glory in his Emma's joy. 

In me behold the potent Edgar's he^ir, 
lUuftciaus earl : him terrible in -war 
Let Loyre confefs, for Ihe has felt his fwof^t 
And trembling, fled before the Britiih lord. 
Him great in peace and wealth fair Deva kao^ys i 

T /be ainidfl Ihs fpacious meadows flows ; 
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Inclines her urn upon his fattened lands j 
;And fees his numerous herd imprint her fands. 

And -thou, my fair, my dove, (halt raife thy thought 
To greatnefs next to empire; ^alt be»broughc 
With fokmn.pomp to my paternal feat ; 
Where peace and .plenty on thy word (hall wart* 
Mufic and fong fhall wake the marriage-day: 
And, whilft the priefls accufc the bride's .delay. 
Myrtles and nifesfliall ol)ftruft her way. 

Fricndihip Ihall ftill thy oveiving feafts adorn:; 
And blooming Peace fhall ever blefs tliymorn. 
•Succeeding years their happy race -Aall run. 
And age unheeded by delight come on $ 
'While yet fuperior Love fhall mock his power-: 
^And when old Time fhall turn the fated hout^ 
Which only can our well-tied knot unfold; 
What rells of both, one fepulclire fhall hold. 

Hence theri^fcr ever from my Emma's brcaft 
'(That heaven of foftnefs, and that feat of reft-) 
Ye doubts and fears, and all that know to move 
Tormentiivg grief, and all that trouble love, 
ScatterM by winds recede, and wild in forefls rove. 
'Em-ma. 

O day the faircft fure that ever rofe 1 
Period and end of anxious -Emma^ woesl ^ 

Sire of her joy, and fource of her dfUgbt-; ^ 

'^O ! wing'd with pleafure talocthy hapjpy flight, i 

>And give each future mom a tixv$kur0 ^ thy white. J 
Yet tell thy votary, potent^Q^ecn of Love, 
lienry, my Hcnrs', will he never iQXt> 

V0L.I. JL ^^ 
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Will be be ever kind, ahd juft, and good ? 
-And is tbcre yet no miftrefs in the wood ? 
None, none there is ; the thought was rafli aod vainf 
A falfe idea, and a fancy'd pain. 
Doubt ihall for ever quit my ftrengthcn*d heart. 
And anxious jealoufy's corrodbg fmart j 
Nor other inmate fliall inhabit there, 
But foft Belief, young Joy, and plcafing Carc:: 

Hence let the tides of plenty ebb and flow. 
And Fortune's various gale unheeded blow. 
If at my feet the fuppliant goddefs flands. 
And Iheds her treafure with unweary^d liands:; 
Her prefent favour cautious I '11 embrace, 
And not unthankful ufe the proffer'd grace : 
If (he reclaims the temporary boon. 
And tries her pinions, fluttering to be gone-j 
"Secure of mind, I'll obviate her intent. 
And unconcerned return the goods Ihe lent. 
Nor happinefs can I, nor mifery feel. 
From any turn of bar fantaftic wheel : 
Friendfhip's gr-eat laws, and Love's fuperior jpovrtn, 
Muft mark the colour of my future hours. 
♦From the events which thy commands create "j 

I muft my blefiings or my fotrows date j j 

And Henry's will muft di6late Emma's fate. J 

Yet while with clofe delight and inward pride 
(Which from the world my careful foul (hall hide) 
I fee thee, lord and end of my defire. 
Exalted high as virtue can require j 
With power inverted, and with pleafure chear'd ; 
7i^ht by the goo J, by ihc ojjiptcflbr fear'd ; 
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Loaded and bled with all the affluent (lore. 

Which huiritn vows at fmoaking (hrines implore 5 

Grateful and humble grant me to employ 

My life fubfervient 4m\j to thy joy ; 

And at my death to blcfs diykindnefs (howB 

To iier, who of mankind could k>ve but thee alone, 

WHILE thus theconftant pair alternate faid. 
Joyful above them and around them p1ay*d 
Angels and fpoFtive Loves, a numerous crowd ; 
•Smiling they clapt their wings, and low they bowM^ 
Tliey tumbled all their little quivers o*er. 
To chufe propitious Ihafts, a precious flore ^ 
That, when their God ihould take his future dans. 
To ftrikc '(however rarely) conftant hearts. 
His happy fkill might proper arms employ, 
All tipt with pleafure, and all wing'd with joy -• 
And thofe, they vow'd, whofe lives Ihould imitate 
Thcfe lovers* conftancy, ihould fhare their fate. 

The Queen of Beauty ftopt her bridled doves ; 
Approved the little labour of the Loves ; 
XVas proud and pleas'd the mutual vow to hear; 
And to the triumph call'd the God of War : 
*ISoon as fhc calls, the God" is always near. 

Now, Mars, flie (aid, let Fame exalt her voice 
Nor let thy conquefls only be her choice : 
But, when fhe fings great Edward from the field 
Return'd, the hoftile fpcar and captive fhield 
Jn Concord's t9mplchung,'aridGaniatA\x^>x.'Vi's[v^'^'^ 
And when, as prudent Saturn (K^W co\w^\t;sLX. 
V^9. years (ieCign'il to pcrfL-8: BvkaiuV^ ^«.c, 
"I? « 
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' The fwift-wingM' power fliall take her tramp ^igaxn^ 

• To fing her favourite Anna's wondrous reign i 

• To rccoUeft unweary'd Marlborough's toils, 
'Old Rufus' hall unequal to his fpoils ; 

The Britiih ibldier from his high coinauuul 
Gloriousy and Gaul thrice vanquiih'd by his hand-s 
Let her at leafl perform what I defire $ 
With fecond breath the vocal brafs iofpxre | 
And tell the natipns, in no vulgar (tada. 
What wars I manage, and what wreaths I gain. 
Andy when. thy tumults and thy fights are pafi} 
And when thy. laurels at myieet areoaft; 
Fsuthful may*ft thou, like Britifli Henry^^prove.: 
And, Emmarlike, let me return thy love. 

RenownM for truth, let all thy fons appear i 
And conilant Beauty ihall reward, their care. 

Mars fmil*d, and bow'd : the Cyprian Deity 
Turn'd to the glorious.ruler.of the flty ; 
And thou, ihe fniiling faid, great God of days 
And verfe, behold my deed, and fing my praif^ 
^s on the Brit^h earth, my favourite ifle. 
Thy gentle rays and kindeft influence fmile. 
Through all her laughii>g fields and verdant gcov)e% 
Proclaim with joy thefe memorable loves. 
iFrom every annual courfe Jet one great day 
To celebrated /ports and floral play 
Be fet aGde ; and, in the fofteft lays 
Of thy poetic fons, be folcmn praife 
J^,x^d everladlog marks of .honour paid. 
To. the true Lover, andOaft'^xxv\>i^\Mi^'^H\'^^^ 
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A N O D E,. 

Humbly infcribed to the Qjte e> nj 

CN TttEv 

Glorious^ireceft of her MAjfiSTY^i Arms, 1706.- 
Written in Imitation of Spenser's Style^ 

** Te non paventis funiera Galliset^' 
**' Duraeque tellus audit Iberiae : • 
** Te csde gaudentes Sicambd 
** Compofitis venerantur armis." HoRs^ 

P R B F A C E. 

TTTH El^ 'I lirft thought oF writing upon this occa-J^- 
iion, I found the ideas fo great and numerous, * 
that I judged them more proper for the warmth of an* 
Ode, than for any other fort of poetry : I therefore fet 
Horace before me for t pattern, and particularly hisr- 
famous ode, the fourth- of the fourth book^ 
" Qjialem miniftrum fulminis alitem, Sec.** 

which he wrote in praifc of Dmfus after hJ$ expcditionr^ 
into Germany, and of Auguftus upon his happy choice - 
of that general. And in tUt following poem,-" though • 
Iliave endeavoured to imitate all the 'gc^^x^^^^'^ ^^' 
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that ode, 1 have taken the liberty to go off from it, nd 
to add variouflyy as the fubje£l and my own imagioa- 
tion carried me* As to the ftyle, the choice I ms^of 
following the ode in I^atin deterfliined me in £iigliih ta 
the flanza ; and herein it was impoifible not to have a 
mind to follow our gjreat countryman Spenfcr ; which 
1 have done (as well at leafl as I could) in the manoer 
oT my eiprefliori, and the turn of my number : having 
only added one verfe to his flanza>, which 1 thought 
made the number more harmonious j and avoided fuch 
of his words as I found too obfolete. I have however 
retained fome few of them, to make the colouring look, 
more like Spenfer's. Bebtfl, commzn6 ; Bsaa/f vmy; 
prouue/s, ftrcngth j I iveetf I know ; I 'ween, I think; 
ijubilom, heretofore ; and two or three more of that 
kind, which I hope the ladies will pardon me, and not 
judge my Mufe lefs handfome, though for once (he ap- 
pears in a farthingale. I have alfo, in Spenfcr's man- 
ner, ufcd Caefar for the emperor, Boya for Bavahat 
Bavar for that prince, Ifter for Danube, Iberia for 
Spain, &c. 

That noble part of the Ode which I jull now men- 
tioned, 

" Gens, quae cremato fortis ab Ilio 

** ] aetata Tufcis squoribus, &c.*' 
where Horace praifes the Romans as being dcfccn<led 
from iEncas> J have turned to the honour of tl^ Bd- 
tiih nation, defcended from Brute, likewife a Trojan. 
That rtiis BiuLe, fuuith or fifth from ^neas, fettled in 

Englawi* 
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Bnglaad) and bnilt London, which is called: Trojft. 
VofZp or TfoyoorimN^ Js a itory which (I thinky 
owes its on^nsdf if joot* to Gtof&y of Mommoyth, at 
kafi to the Monkiih writers f yet is not reje£ked by our 
great Can^n; and is tbU by MUton» as if (at lead) 
lie wa$ pleafed with it^ thou^ poflibly he does hot be- 
lieve it : however it carries a poetical authority, wliich- 
h fuficient for our purpofe. It is as certain that Brute 
came into England, as that ^neas went iiito Itsifyi 
and upon tlie fuppofition of thefe fafts, Virgil wrote 
the befl poem that the wfxld ever read, and Spenfer 
paid queen Elizabeth the greateft compliment. 

I need not obviate one pie^ of criticiim, that I bring 
my hero 

" From burning Troy, and Xanthus red with blood :"' 

whereas he was not born, when that city was deftroyed. 
Virgil, in the .cafe of his own -^neas relating to Dido,^ 
will ftandas a fufficient proof, that a man in his poeti- 
cal capacity is not accountable for a little fault in chro- 
nology. 

My two great examples, Horace and Spenfer, in 
many things refemble each other : both have a height 
of imagination, and a majefly of exprcflion in dfefcrib- 
ing the fublime ; and both know to temper thofe ta« 
lents, and fweeten tl^ delcription, fo as to make it 
lovely as well as pompous : both have equally that 
agreeable manner of mixing morality with their flory,. 
and that Curiofa Felicitas in the choice of their di6Uon,, 
which every writer aims at, and fo ver^ fcN» Vw^- 
R 4 xe.'isXNR.^^ 
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Kached : both are pardcukrly fine in dieir images^ mi 
knowing m their numbersw Leaving therefbre our two 
IDailers to the confideration arid fhidy «F thoft wllodc- 
fign toex^eF in poetiy, I only beg leave to add, due it 
k long iince I have (or at leaft^ ougkfr ta have) tgami 
PamalFus, and all the fibwery loads on that fide die 
country ; though I thought myfclf indifpenfably ob- 
liged^ upon the prefent occafion,^to take a. little jouise^ 
ijito thoie part8« 



I. 

TXTHEN gre^t Auguftus govcm'd ancient Rome, 
^ ^ And fcnt his conquering bandl to fbreign wai»; 

Abroad when dreaded, and belov'd at home, 
IJc faw his fame increafing with his years > 
Horace, great bard ! (fo Fate ordainM} arofe. 
And, bold as were his countrymen in fight, 
SnatcU'd their fair a6lions from degrading profe. 
And fet their battles in eternal light : 
High as their trumpets tune his lyre he ftfcme^ 
And witli his prince's arms he moraliz'd^ his fomj. 
II. 
When bright Eliza rul'd Britannia's flare 
Widely diftrlbuting her high coramandt. 
And boldly wife, and fortunately great,. 
Fiff d the glad ii aliens from tyranntt bands • 
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An equal genius was in Spenfer found } 
To tli^ high theme he match'd his ftoble Uys^t 
He travellU England o'er on fairy gvouad. 
In myilic nofees to ling his monai^h'» praife :. 
Reciting wondrous truths in pteaiittg dreams^ . 
He deck'd Eliza's head with Glociana's beams. 

UK 
But, greateft-Aima ? >^ilc thy arms purfuc; 
Paths ef lenowii, and climb afcents of fame^. 
Which nor Auguftus, nor Eliza knew; 
What poet ihall be found ca iing thy name > 
What numbers fhall record, what tongue ihall fay^ 
Thy wars on land, thy triumphs on the main i 

faired model of imperial fway ! 

"What equal pen ihall write thy wondrous reign ? 
Who ihall attempts and feats of arms rehearfe, 
!Not yet by ilory told, nor parallel'd by vcrfe ? 

IV. 

Me all too mean for fuch a taik I weet: 
Yet, if the Sovereign Lady deigns to fmile> - 

1 '11 follow Horace with impetuous heat, 

And cloath the verfe in Spcnfer's native ilyle* > 

By thefc examples rightly taught to Cmg, 

And fmit with pleafure of my country's praife, 

Stretching the plumes of an uncommon wing,. 

High as Olympus I my flight will raife ; 

And latefl times ihall in my numbers read 

Anna's immorul fame, and MarlborougU'is hardy deed. 
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V. 

As the fheng eagle in the filcnt wood, 
Mindlefs of Warlike rage and hoftilc care. 
Plays round the rocky cliflF or cryftal flood. 
Till by Jove's high behefts call'd out to war. 
And charg'd with thunder of his angry king. 
His bofom with the vengeful meflage glows j 
Upward tlie noble bird dirc6ts his wing, .^ 
And, towering round his mafter's eaxth-bbm foeSf 
Swift he colle6i:s his fatal ftock of ire. 
Lifts his fierce calon higb> and darts the foHccd fiic.; 

VI. 

Sedate and calm thus victor Marlborough fat^. 
Shaded with laurels, in his native land, 
Till Anna calls him from his foft retreat. 
And gives lier fecond thunder to his hand. 
Then, leaving fweet repofe and gentle eafc. 
With ardent fpeed he feeks the diftant foe ; 
Marching o'er hills and vales, o'er rocks and fcas. 
He meditate^, and ftrikes tlie wondrous blow. 
Our thought flies flower than our General's fame s 
Grafpshethebo.lt? we afk— when he has hurl'd thfi 
flame. 

VII. 

When fierce- Bavar on Judoign's fpacious plain 
Did from afar the Britifli chief behold. 
Betwixt defpair, and rage, and hope, and pain. 
Something within his warring bofom roll'd : 

He 
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He views that favourite of indulgent Fame, 
Whom whilom he. had soet oa Ifter's ijiQie y 
Too well/ ala$ ! tlie man he knows the fame^ 
Whofc prowefs there repeird the Bpyan power, 
Aiid fent them gremhling through the frighted lands^ 
Swift as the whirlwind drives Axabia's fcatter*d (ands* 
VUL 

His former lofTes he forgeti to gnevf s 
Abfokes .hi». fat^t if wi^ a kinder ray 
It now would ihine» and only give, Iwa l^^p 
Xq balance the accouAt of Blenheim's dayv 
So the fell lion in the lonely glade, 
His fide ftill fhianing with the hunter's fpear. 
Though deeply wounded, no-way yet difmay'dj^ 
Roars terrible, and meditates new war f 
In ifullen fury traverfes the plain,^ 
To Hnd the venturous foe, and battle him agau.^ 
IX. 

Mifguided prince, no longer urge thy fate,. 
Nor tempt the hero to unequal war ; 
Fam'd in misfortune, and in ruin great, 
Confefs the force of Marlborough's flronger Aar^ 
Thofe laurel groves (the merits of thy youth). 
Which thou from Mahomet didft greatly gain,. 
While, bold afTertor of refiftlcfs truth. 
Thy fword did godlike liberty maintain, 
Muft from thy brow their falling honoun fhed,. 
And their tranfplantcd wreaths mud deck a worthier 
head. ■. 
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X. 

Yet ccafc the ways of Ptovidence to blaracy 
And human faults with human grief confefs^ 
'Tis .thou art changed, while heaven is fHU the fame; 
From thy ill councils date thy ill fuccefs. 
Impartial Juflice holds her equal fcales. 
Till flronger Virtue does tiie weight inclines 
If over thee thy glorious foe prevails^ 
He now defends the caufe that once was thine*. 
Righteous the war, the champicm ihall fubdue ; 
For Jove*s great handmaid Power, muft Jove's decrees 
purfue« 

XT. 

Hark ! the dire trumpets foundtheir ihriU alarms f 
Auverquerque, branched from the renownM NaiTauSf 
Hoary ia war, and bent beneath his arnrs,. 
His glorious fword with dauntlefs courage draws* 
When anxious Britain moum'd her parting lord. 
And all of William that was mortal died^ 
The faithful hero had receiv'd this fword 
From his expiring mailer's much-lov'd fide. 
Oft' from its fatal ire has Louis flown, 
Wherc'er^great William: led, or Maefe and Sambre run; 

XII. 
But brandifh'd high, in an ill-omen'd hour 
To thcc, proud Gaul, behold thy jufleft fear, 
Tlie maftcr-fword, difpofer of thy power 2 
'Tis that which Cxfar gave tlie Briciih peer. . 

He 
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"^Hc took the gift : Nor ever will I Iheathe 
"This fteel (fo Anna's high bchefts ordain). 
The General iaidy unleijs by glorious death 
Abfolv'd, till conqueft has confirmed your Feign. 
Returns like thefe our jniflrefs bids us make, 
When^from a. foreign prince agtft her<Britons take* 

xin. 

And now fierce Gallia rufhes on her foes. 
Her force augmented by the Boyan bands ; 
So Volga's ftream, increased by mountain fnows. 
Rolls with new fury down through Ruflia's lands. 
Like two great rocks againfl the raging tide 
.(If Virtue's force witl\ Nature's wc compare), 
'Unmov'd the two united chiefs abide, 
Sufbin the impulfe, end receive the. war. 
^ound their firm fides in vain the tempeft beats 1 
And (till the>foaming wave with lefien'd .power retreats^ 

XIV- 

The rage difpers-d, the glorious pair advance, 
'With mingled anger and colle£led might. 
To torn the war, and tell aggrefling France, 
•How Britain's Tons and Britaiil's friends can fight. 
On conqueft fix'd, and covetous df fame, 
^Behold them ruihing through 'the Gallic hoft: 
Through ftanding com fo runs the fudden flame^ 
Or eaftem winds along Sicilia's coafL 
They deal their terrors to the adverfe nattan ; 
JRale death attends their urns, and ghafUy defolatknw^ 
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XV. 

But while with fierceft ire BeUooft glows ; 

iVnd Europe rather ho^s than fears her fm $ 

While Britain pireilcs her affiled foes ; 

What horror damps the ftrong, and quells the gmt! 

W^hence look the roldier*s cheeks difmay'd a)id pak? 

Erft ever dreadful, know they now to dread > 

The hoftile troops, I ween, almofl prevail | 

And the purfuers only not recede. 

Alas ! their leflen'd rage proclaims their gfrief ! 

iS'or, anxious, lo ! tliey croud around their falling chie£ 
XVI. 
I thank thee, Fate, exclaims the fierce Bavar; 
Let Boya's trumpet grateful lo's found : 
I faw him fall, their thunderbolt of war : — 
Ever to vengeance facred be the ground. •— 
Vain wifli ! (hort joy I the hero mounts again 
In greater glory, and with fuller light : 
The evening-ftar fo falls into the main. 
To rife at morn more prevalently bright. 
He rifes fafe, but near, too near his fide, 
.A good man's grievous lofs, a fait^ifiil fctrant died- 

xvir. 

Propitious Mars ? the bartie is rcgainM * 
The foe with lelfenM wr^th difputes the field r 
The Brtton fights, by fevouring gods fufhiihM : 
Freedom muft live j and lawlefs power mtift yield. 
Vain now the caits Which fabling poets tell. 
That wavering CotiqudV ilill defires to rthre*! ' 
In Marlborough's cam^ t\\t ^odd^C^ Vitvam^ to dwell : 
Long as the hero's W^c xtiv\iitv'5»\vw\v>v^. 
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Again France flics, again the duke purfocs, 
sAnd on Ramilia's plains he Blenheim's feme rehewt. 
XVIII. 

Great thanks, O capuin great in anns ! receivt 
From thy triumphant country'^ public Toice : 
Thy country greater thanks can only give 
To Anne, to her who made thofe arms her choice. 
Recording Schellenberg's and Blenheim's toils, 
Wc dreaded left thou fliouldll: thofe toils repeat ? 
We viewed the palace charg'd with Gallic fpoils, 
And in thofe fpoils wc tliought thy praife compleat. 
For never Greek we decm'd, nor Roman knight^ 
Jn characters like tliefe did e'er his a6is indite. 
XLX. 

Yet, mindlefs ftill of eafe, thy virtue flies 
A pitch to old and modern times unknown? 
Thofe goodly deeds which we fo liighly prize 
Jmperfeaft feem, great chief, t^thee alone. 
Thofe heights, where William's virtue might have ftaid. 
And on the fubjefl: world look'd fafcly down. 
By Marlborough pafs'd, the props and fteps were mad^ 
Sublimer yet to raife his queen's renown : 
.Still gaining more, ftill flighting what he gain'd, 
Nought done the hero tleeni'd, while aught undone re« 
main'd. 

XX. 

When fwift-wing'd Rumour told the mighty Gaulj 
How leflen'd from the field Bavar was fled; 
iHe wept the fwiftnefs of the champion's fallj 
And thus the royal treaty-breakei f^ivd \ 
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And lives he yet, the ^at, the loft Bavar^ 
'Kuin to Gallia in the name of friend ? 
Tell me, how far has Fortune been fevere ? 
Has the foe's glory, or our grief, an end } 
Remains there, of the fifty thoufand doft. 
To fave our tlireaten*d realm, or guard our iliatter^4 
coail ? 

XXI. 

To the clofe rock the frighted rayen flics. 
Soon as the riling eagle cuts the air : 
The fliaggy wolf unfeen and trembling lies. 
When thehoarfe roar proclaims the Hon near. 
lU-ftarr'd did we our-forts and lines forfake. 
To dare our Britifh foes to open fight : 
•Our conqucft we by (batagem fhould inak« : 
Our triumph had been founded in our flight. 
'Tis ours, by craft and by furprize to gain t 
'Tis theirs, to meet in -arms, and battle in the plain. 

XXII. 

The ancient father of this hoTHle brood. 
Their boafled Brute, vundaunted'fnatch'd his gods 
From burning Tro)', and Xanthus red withbioud^ 
And fix*d on filvcr Thames lus dire abodes : 
And>this be Troynovante, he faid, the feat 
•By heaven ordain'd, my fons, your lading place : 
•Superior here to all the bolts of fate 
Live,? mindful of the author of your race. 
"Whom neither Greece, nor war, nor want, nor fiame, 
l*Jor greatTelcides* arm, nor Juno's rage, could tame. 
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XXIII. 
Their Tudors hence, and Stuarts oi¥s{iring4low? 
Hence Edward, dreadful with his fable fhield, 
Talbot to Gallia's power eternal foe. 
And Seymour, fam'd in council or in field : 
Hence Nevil, great to fettle or dethrone. 
And Drake, and Ca*ndiih, terrors of the fea : 
4f ence Butler's fons, o'er land and ocean known* 
Herbert's and Churchill's warring progeny : 
•Hence the long roll which Gallia fhould conceal : 
For, oh ! whoy vanquiih'd, loves tlic victor's fame to 
tell? 

XXIV. 

Envy'd Britannia, flurdy as the oak, 
Which on her mountain-top ihe proudly bears. 
Eludes the ax, and fprouts againfl the flroke ; 
Strong from her wounds, and greater by her wars. 
And as thofe teeth, which Cadmus fow'd in earth, 
-Produc'd new youth, and furnifli'd frelh fupplies : 
■ So with young vigour, and fucceeding birth, 
Her loiTesmore than recompens'd arife ; 
And every age ihe with a race is crown'd, 
."For letters more polite, in battles more renown'd. 

XXV. 
Obftinate power, whom nothing can repel ; 
l^ot the fierce Saxon, nor the cruel Dane, 
Nor deep impreiTion of the Norman fteel. 
Nor Europe's- ibrce amafs'd by envious Spain. 

VoL.'L S ^'^t 
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Nor France on univerfal fway intent. 
Oft* .breaking leagues, and oft' renewing wars-; 
Nor (frequent bane of weaken'd government) . 
Their own intelbne feuds and mutual jars : 
Thofe feuds and jars, in which I trufted more. 
Than in my troops, and fleets, and all the Gallic pow 

xxvr. 

To fruitful Rheims, or fair Lutetia's gate^ 
What tidings fliall the meflenger convey ? 
Shall the loud herald our fuccefs relate. 
Or mitred pricft appoint the folemn day ? 
Alas ! my praifcs they no more muft fing ; 
They to my ftatue now muft bow no more r 
Broken, repulsM is their immortal king : 
Fallen, fallen for ever, is the Gallic power. — 
The WouMin Chief is raafter of the war : 
£artli (he has freed by arms, and vanquilh'd Heaven b 
prayer. 

xxvir. 

WVile thus the ruia'd foe's dcfpair commends 
'Thv council and thy deed, vid^orious Qiiecn, 
What (hall thy fuhjecis fay, and wi»at thy friends? 
How (hall thy triumphs in our joy be fcen ? 
Oil ? ueiga :o let the clceit ct the Nine 
Recite Britannia great, an^. Ga.iia free : 
Oh * with her fifter Sculpture Jtt her join 
To nifc, great Anne, the nx>nument to thee • 
To thee, of all our good the facred fpring ; 
To ihccy our dearcfi dread ; to tlxe, our fofter Kii^ 

XXVULU 
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XXVIII. 

^Let Europe fav'd the column high creft. 
Than Trajan's higher, or than Antonine*s ; 
'Where iembling art may carve the fair cfFeft 
And full atchievement of thy great defigns. 
In a calm heaven, and a ferener air, 
Sublime the Q^ieen (hall on tlie fummit fland. 
From danger far, as far remov'd from fear. 
And -pointing down to earth her dread command. 
All winds, all florms, that threaten human woe. 
Shall fink beneath her feet, and fpread their rage below. 
XXIX. 

Their fleets Ihall ftrive, by winds and waters toft. 
Till the young Auftrian on Iberia's ftrand. 
Great as -^neas on the Latian coaft. 
Shall fix his foot : and this, be this the land. 
Great Jove, where I for ever will remain, 
(The empire's other hope Ihall fay) and here 
Vanquifh'd, intomb'd I'll lie; or, crown'd, I'll reign—* 
O virtue to thy Britifh mother dear ! 
-Like the fam'd Trojan fufFer. and abide 5 
•For Anne is thine, I ween, as Venus was his guide. 
XXX. 

There, in eternal characters engravM, 
Vigo, and Gibraltar, and Barcelone. 
Their force deftroy'd, tlieir privikges fav'd. 
Shall Anna's terrors and her mercies own : 
Spain, from th* ufurper Bourbon^s arms retriev'd, 
Shall with new life and grateful joy appear, 
Numbering the wonders which that yow^Vv ^x^v^n* ^^ 
Whom Anna clad in arms, and krato v^^x \ 

o 2, 
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Whom Anna fent to claim Iberia's throne ; 
And made him more than king, in calling him her fon. 
XXXI. 

There Ifther, pleasM by Blenheim's glorious field, 
Rolling fhall bid his eaftern waves declare 
Germania fav*d by Britain's ample ihield. 
And bleeding Gaul afflifted by her fpcar ; 
Shall bid them mention Marlborough on that ihore. 
Leading his iflanders, renown'd in arms. 
Through climes, where never Britifli chief befor* 
Or pitch'd his camp, or founded his alarms ; 
Shall bid them blcfs the Queen, who made his fbrearac 
Glorious as thofe of Boyne, and fafe as thofe of Thames. 
XXXII. 

Brabantia, clad with fields, and crown'd with towers, 
With decent joy (hall her deliircrer meet ; 
Shall own thy arms, great Queen, and blefs thy powers, 
Layii^g the keys beneath thy fubje6l's feet. 
Flandiia, by plenty made the home of war. 
Shall vvccp her crime, and 1k)w to Charles reftor'd ; 
With double vows fhall blefs thy happy care. 
In having drawn, and having fheath*d the fword ; 
Ft cm thefe their lifter provinces fhall know. 
How Anne fupports a friend, and how forgives a foe. 

XXXIII. 

Bright fwords, and crefted helms, and pointed fpears, 
In artful piles around the work fliall lie ; 
And fliielcis indented deep in ancient wars, 
'"' 'on'd with figns of Gallic heraldry j 

And 
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And ftandards with diftinguifh'd honours bright, 
Marks of high power and national command^ 
Which Valois' fons, and Bourbon's bore in fight, 
Or gave to Foix', or Montmprahcy'8 hand : 
Great fpoils, which Gallia tnuft to Britain yield. 
From Crefly's bittle fiv'd, to grace Ramilia's 'field. 
XXXIV. 

And, as fine art the fpaces may difpofe, 
The knowing thought and curious eye fhall fee 
Thy emblem, gracious Queen, the Britifh rofe, 
Type of fweet rule and gentle majefty : 
The northern thiftle, whom no hoflile hand 
Unhurt too rudely may provoke, I ween ; 
Hibernia's harp, device of her command, 
And parent of her mirth, fhall there be feen : 
Thy vanquifh'd lilies, France, decayed and torn. 
Shall with diforderM pomp the lading work adorn. 
XXXV. 

Beneath, great Qjiecn, oh ! very far beneath. 
Near to the ground, and on the humble bafe, 
To fave herfclf from darknefs and from death, 
That Mufc defires the lafl, the loweft place ; 
Who, though unmeet, yet touched the trembling firing. 
For the fair fame of Anne and Albion's land. 
Who durft of war and martial fury fing; 
And when thy will, and when thy fubje6l's hand. 
Had queird ihofe Wars, and bid that fury ceafe ; 
Hangs up her grateful harp to conquefl, and to peace. 



s i ^^^ 
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HER RIGHT NAM 

A S Nancy at her toilet fat, 
•*^ Admiring this, and blaming, tiijat ; . 
Tell mc, fhc faid; but tell me true j 
The Nymph who could your heart fubdue, 
What fort of charms does Ihe poflcfs ? 
Abfolve mc, fair-one : I *11 confefs ; 
WitKpleafure I reply 'd. Her hair,* 
In ringlets rather dark than fair. 
Does down her ivory bofom roll. 
And, hiding half, adorns the whole. 
In her high forehead's fair half round 
Love (its in open triumph crown'd t 
He in the dimple of her chin. 
In private ftate, by fiiends is fecn» 
Her eyes are neither black nor gray ; 
Nor fierce nor feeble is their ray ; 
Their dubious luflre feems to fhow 
Something that fpeaks nor Yes, nor No. 
Her lips no living bard I weet, 
May fay, how red, how round, how Avcet 
Old Homer only couKl indite 
Their vagrant grace and foft delight r 
They fland recorded in his book, 
Wlien Helen fmil'd, and Hebe fpoke-— 
The gipfcy, turning to licr glafs. 
Too plaicly Ihcw'd, flie knew the face j 
And which am I moft like, (be faid. 
Tour Cloc, 01 vovii '^>i.v\iXQi^tk'^\ai^> 
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'CANTATA. 

Set by Monfieur Galliard» 

Regit. 
15 E NEATH a verdant laurel's ample (hzdcp 
^^ His lyre to mournful numbers flrung, 
Horace, immortal bard> fupinely laid. 
To Venus thus addrefs*d the fong : 
Ten thoufand little Loves around, 
Liftening, dwelt on every found.. 

Ariet. 
Potent Venus, bid thy fon 

Sound no more his dire alarms^ 
Youth on filent wings is flown : 

Grayer years come rolling on. 
Spare my age, unfit for arms : 

Safe and humble let me reft. 

From all amorous care released. 
Potent Venus, bid thy fon 

Sound no more his dire alarms*. 

Regit. 

Yet, Venus, why do I each morn prepare: 
The fragrant wreath for Cloe's hair I 
Why do I all day lament and figh, 
Unlcfs the beauteous maid be nigh ?' 
And why all night purfue her in my dreams. 
Through flowery meads and cryftal ftream^ \ 
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Recit. 
Thus fuDg tho Bard ; and thus di« Goddefs fpoke t 
Submiffivc bow to Love's impeiious yoke : 

Every ftate, and every age. 
Shall own my rule, and fear my rage r 
Compell*d by me, thy Mufe fliall prove,. 
That all the world was bom to love. 

Aki£T. 

Bid thy dcftinM lyre dlfcoVer 

Soft defhre and gentle pain : 
Often praife, and always love her : 

Through her ear, her heart obtain. 
Verfe fhall pleafe, and (ighs fliall move her.. 

Cupid does with Phoebas reign. 



Lines written in an OVID: 

A Tranflation from the French. 

/^ V I D is the fxirfcft gtiide, 
^^ You can name, t6 fliew the Way 
To any woman, maid or bride. 
Who refolvcs to g« aftray. 

A TRUE MA1i>. 

"^rO, no ; for my virginity, 
•''^ When I lofe that, fays Rofc, I »11 diet 
Behind the elm%, lad ta%Kt, cry'd Dick> 
Rofe, were you not. ^i&ttvasiVi ^\0«w\ 
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A N O f H fi R. 

np'EN months after Florimel lia^pcft*d to Wed, 
. '"*- And was brought in a laudablfc mahtier to bed : 
She warbled her groans with fo charmlhg Sl yoice. 
That One half of the parifli was lluttft'd with the noift. 
But, when Florimel deign'd to lie privately in, 
Ten months before fhe and her fpoufc were a-kin j 
She chofe with fuch prudence her pangs to conceal, 
That her nurfe, nay her midwife,, fcarce heard her once 

fqutal. 
Learn, hulbands, frOm hence, for the peace ^ your 

lives. 
That maids make not h^f fucli atuniuit as wives. 



A REASONABLE AFFLICTIOJ^L 

r\^ his death-bed poor Lubia lies ; 
^^ His fpoufe is in defpair : 
With frequent fob«> and mutual cric«. 
They both expref^ their care. 

A different caufe, fays parfon ^y. 

The fame efFcft may give : 
Poor Lubin fcar», that he ihall die ;■ 

His wife, that he may live. 
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Another Reasonable Affliction, 

"t^ROM her own native France as old Alifon paft,. 
She reproach'd Englifh Nell with negle6t or with* 
malice. 
That the llattcrn had left, in the hurry and hade. 
Her lady's complexion and eye-brows a& Calais. 



ANOTHER. 

TTER eye -brow-box one momirig loft,. 

•■-^ (The beft of folks are oftencft croft). 

Sad Helen thus to Jenny faid 

(Her carelefs but affliftedmaid)j 

Put me to bed then, wretched Jane ; 

Alas ! when fhall I rife again ? 

I can behold no mortal now : 

For what 's an eye without a brow ? 

On the same Subject- 

1 N a dark corner of the houfe 
■*■ Poor Helen fits, and fobs, and cries ;; 
She will not fee her loving fpoufe, 
Nor her more dear picquct allies : 
Unlefs fhe find her eye-brows. 
She *11 e'en weep out her eyes. 

0» 
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On the same. 

TT E L E N was juft dipt into bed :• 
•*--*• Her eye*brows on the toikt lay : 

Away the kitten with them fled, 
As fees belonging to her prey. 

For this misfortune carelefs Jane^ 
Aflurc yourfclf, was loudly rated : 

And madam, getting up again. 
With her own hand the. moufe-trap baited.. 

On little things, as fages write, : 
Depends our human joy or forrow : 

If we don't catch a moufe to-night, 
Ahrs ! noeye*brows for to-morrow. 

PHYLLIS'S AG E- 



TT O W old may Phyllis be, you afk, 
^-^ Whofe beauty thus all hearts engages 
p To anfwer is no eafy taflt : 
For Ihe has really two ages. 

Stiff in brocade, and pinch'd in (lays. 
Her patches, paint, and jewels on 5 

All day let Envy view her face. 
And Phyllis is but twenty-one. 
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Painty patches, jewels laid afide. 

At night AftronOfrters iigree. 
The evening has tlie day bely'd s 

And Phyllis U fome forty-three. 

Forma Bokum Fracil£« 

TT7HAT a frail tiling is Beauty, fays baron Lc Cras, 
^ ^ Perceiving his Miftrefs had one eye of glals : 

And fcarcely had he fpoke it ; 
When ihe more confused, as more angry ihe grew. 
By a negligent rage prov'd the maxim too true ; 

She dropt the eye, and broke it. 

AN EPIGRAM. 

Written to the Duke deNoAiLLBS. 

XTA I N the concern which yon expref% 
^ That uncaU'd Alard will poflefs 
Your houfc and coach, both day and night. 
And that Macbeth was haunted lefs 
By Banquo's refUefs fpiight. 

With fifteen tlioufand pounds a year. 
Do you complain, you cannot bear 

An ill, you may fo foon retrieve ? 
Good Alard, faith, is modedcr 

By much iVian '^ou V>t\it\fi. 



\ 
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Lend him but fifty Louis-dV)r5 
And you (hall never fee him more t 

Take the advice ; probatum ifi. 
Why do the GoJi indulge our ftore. 

But to fecure our reft ? 

Epilogue to Smithes Phj^dilji and HiiHP0l.YTiii» 
Spoken by Mrs. Oldpield, who a^ed Ismeka. 

T A D I E S, to-nigU your pity I iw>pJwf 
-^ For one, who never troubled you bsforp i 
An Oxford-man, extremely read in Greek, 
Who from Euripides makes Ph«dra fptak } 
And comes to town to let u$ Moderns; kiWMir» 
How women lov*d two dioufand year$ aga 

If that be all, fa^d I, e'en burn your pUy : 
Egad ! we know all that as well as they s 
Shew us the youthful, handfome charioteer. 
Firm in his feat, and running his career j 
Our fouls would kindle with as generous flamts. 
As e^er infpir'd the antient Grecian dames : 
Every Ifmcna would refign her brcaft ; 
And every dear Hippolytus be bleft. 

But, as it is, fix flouncing Flanders mares 
Are e'en as good as any two of theirs : 
And, if Hippolytus can but contrive 
To buy the gilded chariot, John can drive. 

Now of the buftle you have feen to-da'<f , 
And Phaedra's morals in t\vi% ^c\voW^ "^^^^ 
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Som* thing at lead in juftice (hould be faid 5 

But this Hippolyius (o fills one's head — 

W I ' r l..i 'la liv'J as.chaftely as (he couM^ 

*F :ii was Facncr Jove's own flcfli and blood* 

ilji Aukvvard love indeed was oddly fated $ 

She aitd her Poly were too near related; 

Apd ycc thac fcruple had been !a d aGde, 

If iK>ne(l Tlufcus had but fairly dy*d: 

But u^n he came, what needed he to know. 

But I hat all ip alters ikoodim/atu quo ? 

There was no harm, you fee ; or, grant there wer^ 

She might want condn£^ ; bat he wanted care, 

'Twas in a hufband little lefs than rude. 

Upon his wife's retirement to intrude— 

He ihould have fent a night or two before. 

That he would come cxa£t at fuch an hour; 

Then he had turn*d all tragedy to jeft; 

'Found efcry thing cor.triburc to his reft ; 

The picquet friend difroiG>*d, the coaft all clear, 

And fpoufc alone impatient for her dear. 

But, it ilufe gay reflections come too late. 
To keep the guilty Phaedra from her fate ; 
If vour more terious judgement muft condemn 
The dire clftch of her unhappy flame r 
Yet, \*e vhaih: matrons, and ye tender fair. 
Let Love and Innocence engage your care : 
My fpotlets flames to your protedion take; 
And (pare poor Phxdra for Tfmcna*s fake. 

• 
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A CRITICAL MOMENT. 

HO W capricious were Nature and Art to poor 
Nell ! 
She was painting her cheeks at the -time hernofe felL 

Epilogue to Mrs. Manxey's Lucius. 

'T^ H E Female Author who recites to-day, 
"^ Trulls to her fex the m rit of her play. 
Like Father Bayes fecurely (he fits down r 
Pit, box, and gallery, 'gad ! all 's our own. 
In ancient Greece, (he fays, when Sappho writ. 
By their applaufe the critics fliew*d their wit, 
They tun'd their voices to her Lyric ftring^ 
Though they could all do fomething more than fing. 
But one exception to this {z6k we find.; 
That booby Phaon only was unkind. 
An ill-bred boat-man, rough as waves and wind* 
From Sappho down through all fucceeding ageS| 
And now on French or on Italian ilagcs. 
Rough fatyrs, fly remarks, ill-natur'd fpeeches. 
Are always aim'd at Poets that wear breeches. 
Arm'd with Longinus, or with Rapin, no man 
Drew a (harp pen upon a naked woman. 
The bluftering bully. in our neighbouring ibxttt 
Scorns to attack the female that he meets : 
Fearlefs the petticoat contemns his frowns t 
The hoop fecures whatever k Cutiovui'^* 
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The many-colour*d gentay there above. 

By turn$ are rul'd by tumult and by loye : 

And, while their fweethearts their attention fix, 

ftufpend the din of their damn'd cUtteaBg flicks 

Now, Sirs 

To you our author makes bor foft requcft. 

Who fpeak the kindcft, and who write the beft. 

Your fympathetic hearts ihe hopes to move. 

From tender friendfhip, and endearing love. 

If Petrarch's Mufe did Lauca's wit rehearfc; 

And Cowley flatter'd dear Orinda's vcrfe ; 

She hopes from you — ^Poz take her hopes and fears I 

J plead her fex*s claim ; what matters hers ? 

By our full power of beauty we think fit. 

To damn the Salique law imposed on wit : 

We 11 try the empire who fo long have boafled ; 

And, if we are not prais*d, we'll not be toaAed. 

Approve what one of us prefcnts to-night j 

Or even' mortal woman here fhall write : 

RuriU (vathctic, narratirc, fublime, % 

Wc 11 uTitc to you, and make you write in rhyme; j 

Female remarks (hall uke up all your tinse. J 

Your time, poor fouls ! wc 'U take your verv moneys 

Fcroile third^ays Ihall come fo thick upon vou^ 

As lv»ng a$ we have eyes, or hinds, or breath, 

^\'c 11 look, or wiitc, or talk you al! to death* 

VnlcU you yield for bcttsr an i tor wccfe : 

Tl^en tiii She-Pcs:ji:\;> !VU Ciin the c*«irtc ; 

A;i>i ihe ^rry mast v»iU jpicre iii£ hctttr hodie. 
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The THIEF and the CORDELISR, 

hBaI'I'Aps to the Tune of. 
King John and the Abbot of Canterbitry. 

WHO has e'ef been «c Pans, muft aeed^ know tht 
Grcve, 
The fatal retreat of th* unfortunate brave ; 
Where Honour an4 JuiViee laeft od41y contiibute. 

To eafe Hero's pains by a halter and gibbet. 
Derry down, down, hey derry down. 

There Death breaks the fhackles which Force had put on ; 
And t^e Hangman cempleats, v^acth^ Jw^e ^ut beg\in { 
There the Squire of the Pad, and the I^iMght of the Poft^ 
JFind their pains no more balk'd, and their hopes p^ 
more croft. 
Derry down, &c. 

<jreat claitp§ are there made, and great fecrets are Jcnpwnj 
iVnd the king, and the ]aw, and the thief, has his own 2 
But my hearers cry out, What a duce dpft thou ail ? 
Cut off thy reflexions ; and give us thy tale, 
Derry down, &c. 

'Twas there then, in civil refpcfb to harfii laws. 
And for want of h]{& witnefa to Joack a bad caufi^ 
A Norman, though late, was obliged to appoay : 
And who to affift, but a grave Cordelier h 

D?rry down. Ire. 
Vol. L T '^^R^ 
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The Squire, whofe good grace was to open the fccnc 
Scem'd not in great hafte that the fha^tr fhould begin: 
Now fitted the halter, now traversed the cart ; 
And often took leave, but was loth to depart. 
Derry down, &c. 

• What fiightens you thus,iny good fon? fays AcPritfti 
You murdered, are forry, and have beenconfeft 
O father ! my forxow will fcaice fare my bacon: 
For 'twas not that I murder*d9 but that I was takes. 
Derry down, &c. 

Poughf pr'ythee ne*er trouble thy head with fuch 
fancies: 
Rely on the ud you (hall hare from Saint Francis : 
If the money you promised be brought to the cheft, 
You have only to die : let the church do the refL 
Derry down, &c 

And what will folks fay, if they fee you afraid ? 
It refleds upon me, as I knew not my trade : 
Courage, friend ; for to-day is your pericxi of forroir ; 
And things will go better, believe mc» to-monow. 
Deny down, &c. 

To-manow! oar Hero rqdied in a fright ; 
He that *s bing'd before noon, ou^ to think of tf 

a^lit. 
Tell your beads, quoth diePriefl, and be fairly tniis*dofS 
Pot vou fuiel^ to-m^^a&\\BL¥indiife fupc 
Perry down, &k. 
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Alts ! quoth the Squire, howe'er fumptuous the treaty 
Parbleu ! I ihall have little flomach to eat ; 
I fhould therefore efteem it great favour and grace. 
Would you be fo kind as to go in my place* 
Dcrry down, &c. 

That I would, quoth the Fatherland thank you to boot; 
But our a6tionsy you know, with our duty muft fuit. 
The fcaft I proposed to you, I cannot tafte ; 
For this night, by our order, is mark'd for a fafl* 
Derry down, &c. 

Then, turning about to the hangman, he fald, 
Difpatch me, I pr'ythee, this troublefome blade : 
For thy cord and my cord both equally tie ; 
And we live by the gold for which other men die« 
Derry down, &c. 



TO C H L O E. 

TXTHILST I am fcorch'd with hot defirc^ 

In vain cold friendlhip you return ; 
Your drops of pity on my fire, 
Alas ! but make it fiercer bum. 

Ah 1 would you have the flame fuppreft. 

That kills the heart it heats too faft. 
Take half my paflion to your breaft ; 
The reft in mine ihaU ever \25V. 
T z 
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AN EPITAPH. 

i*. S^t quicunque volet potent 

TNTERR'D beneath this marble fbne 

-■■ Lie fauntering Jack and idle Joan. 

While rolling threefcorc years and one 

Bid round this globe their courfes run ; 

If human things went ill or well ; 

If changing empires rofe or fell ; 

The morning pad, the evening came. 

And found this couple f^iJI the f^me. 

They wa^k'd, and eat, good folks : what then i 

Why then they walked, and eat again, : 

They foundly llept the ^[light aw^y : 

They did juft nothing all the ds^y : 

And, having bury'd children four. 

Would not take pains to try for more : 

Nor fiflei: either h»d nqr brpther ; 

They feem*d juft tally'd for each others 

Their mpral and oeconomy 
Moft pcrfeftly they made agree : 
Each virtue kept its proper !)ou.nd, 
Nor trefpafs'd on the other's ground. 
Nor fame nor cenfure they regarded : 
They neitlier punifh'd nor rewarded. 
He car'd not what the footmen did : 
Her maich (he neither prais'd nor chid : 



So every fervant tebk hh dotlrfb j 
And, bad at firft, tlwjy All gftfW iVorft. 
Slothfuldlfarder filW hi^ (hble ; 
And (lutttfli plfcAt^ tidfeM'd het tilbfe* 
Their beer wit* ftrtrtig } th«t Wine vVAfe p6\t i 
Their meal \^aS lAVgfe j rfttlt gfhcfe was fllort* 
They gaVfe the pbdi* the VetiAriftiit totatj 
Juft when it gtfew rtot fit tb tat. 

They paid the church and parifh rate ; 
And took, but read not» the receit : 
^bi which they claim th6\t Siinday*8 due, 
Of il umbering in an upper pew« 

No man's defe6ls fought they to know 5 
So never made themfeWes a foe. 
No inkrt'e good deads did they eonimehd ^ 
So nercr rais'd thchifelves a friend. 
Nor cherifti'd thfey ifeiAtions poor j 
That might decreafe their prefent flore : 
Nor barn nor hoiife did they repair ; 
That might oblige thdir futui'e heiF. 

They neither ddded iidr cofifbtiiidcd ; 
They neitlier wanted nor abounded. 
Each Chriflmas tliey accompts did clear. 
And wound their bottom roUnd the year* 
Nor tear nor fmile did they employ 
At new* &f public gtft( 6f joy* 
When bells Wefe fUrtgj arid bonflWj madtf j 
If a(k*d/ they ne'er 4t:nr6 HiCli^ i\4 : 
Their jug was to the ringers carried; 
Whoever either died or married* 
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Their billet at the fiie was found | 
Whoever was depos'd or crown'd. 

Nor goody nor bad, nor fools, nor vn£6 ; 
They would not learn, nor could advife : 
Without love, hatred, joy, cm: fear. 
They led— a kind of— as it were : 
Nor wiih'dy nor car'd, nor laugh'd^ nor cried t 
And fo they liv'd, and fo they died* 

Written in MONTAIGNE'S ESSAYS, 

Given to the Duke of Shrewsbitrv in Frakce, 
after the Peace, 1 7 1 j, 

T^ICTATE, O mighty judge, what thou haft ieen 
"^^ Of cities and of courts, of books and men; 
And deign to let thy Servant hold the pen. 

Through ages thus I may prefume to live j 
And from the tranfcript of thy profe receive 
What my own ihort-liv*d vcrfe can never give. 

Thus Ihall fair Britam with a gracious fmile 
Accept the work ; and the inihu^ed ifle. 
For more than treaties made, ihall blefs my coih 

Nor longer hence the .Gallic ftyle preferr*d» 
Wifdom in £ngliih idiom (hall be heard ; 
While Talbot tcUs the world, where Montai^e eir'd. 
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An £PISTL£» defiringthe Queen's Piaure* 
Written at Paris, 1714. 
But left unfiniihed, by the fudden News 
of her Majesty's Death. 

npHE train of equipage and pomp of ftate, 
•^ The ihining iide-board, and the bumiih'd ^ate» 
Let other mini(lers> great Anne, require ; 
And partial fall thy gift to their deiire. 
To the fair portrait of my Sovereign Dame, 
To that alone, eternal be my claim. 

My bright defender, and my dread delight; 
If ever I found favour in thy fight ; 
If all the pains that for thy Britain's fake 
My paft has took, or future life may take. 
Be grateful to my Qtieen : permit my prayer. 
And with this gift reward my total care. 

Will thy indulgent hand, fair Saint, allow 
The boon ? and will thy ear accept the vow ? 
That, in defpite of age, of impious flame. 
And eating Time, thy pi£ture like thy fame 
Entire may laft ; that, as their eyes furvey 
The femblant ihade, men yet unborn may fay. 
Thus great, thus gracious, lookM Britannia's Q^eea; 
Her brow thus fmooth, her look was thus ferene; 
When to a low, but to a loyal hand 
The mighty Emprefs gave her high command^ 
That he to hoftile camps and kings (hould hafle^ 
To f^ak her vengeance, as their d^sl^«I» ^^\ 

T4 "^ 
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To fay, flie wills detcfted wars to ccafe ; 
She check! her oon^ucft, for htr fubje^s eafe j 
And bids the world attend her terms of peace. 
Thee, gracious Anne, thee prefent I adore. 
Thee", Q^een of Peace — If Time and Fate have power 
Higher to raife the glories of thy reign ; 
In words fubliftier^ and a nobler flrain, 
]^{«yfvltvr?;. bards the mighty theme rehearfsy 
Here, Stator Jove, and Phoebus king of vorfe» 
The votive tablet I fttfpcnd * :* « * 



To the Right Etonourable . . 

The Countess Douiragerof DEVONSHIRE^ 

On a Piece of WlESSEN'S, 

whereon were aU her CftANOsaNfiirpsuAt^^* 

TT7 1 E S S E N and. Nature held a long CQn'teft^ , 

If She created, or He painted bcftj 
With pleating thougkt the wondrous combat grew. 
She, ftill form'd fairer j He, ftill liker drew. 
In thefe feven brethren, tliey contended laft. 

With art increased, their utmofl fldll they tried. 
And, both well pleas'd they had themfelves furpafs*d^ 

The Goddefs triumph'd, and the Painter dy'd. 
That both, their fkill to this vaft height did raife. 
Be ours the wonder, and be yours the praife :. 
For here, as in fome glafs, is well defcry'd 
Only vourfelf ihus often mukiply*d. 

When 
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When Hetiveft 1m4 T&vl and ^iici<ms Aftna * xnadb> 

What towe txsdttd beiiuty could it add ? 

Having no nobkr ima^s in flore, 

It but kept up to thefe, nor could do more 

Than copy welt whjft it had ftam*d befbrb. 

If in dear Bufghley*s generous face we fee 

Obliging truth and handfomc honcfty : 

With all that world of char rtis, which foon will mov« 

Reverence in men,' and in the fair-ones love : 

His every grace, hrs fair defcent affures, 

He has his tnother*^ beauty, ihe has yours : 

If every Cecil's face had every charm. 

That thought can fincy, or that JEteaven can form j 

Their beauties all become ybur beauty's due, 

They are all fair, becaufe they*Sr« all like you. 

If every Ca*ndifh great and tiiifmifig look ; " 

From yftu that air, from y6a the charms they took* 

In their each limb, your image is expreft; 

But on their bfbWfil-m courage ftancis cdnfeft ; 

There, their great father, by a ftrong increafc, 

Adds ftrength to beauty, and coropleats the piece 

Thus flill your beauty, in your fons, we view, 

WielTeQ fovea times one great perfe^ion drew j 

Whoever fat, the picture flill is you. 

So^when the parent- fun, with genial beams. 
Has animated many goodly gems. 
He fees himfclf improved, while tvery ftone. 
With a refemblin'g light, reflcfts a fun. 

* Elded daughter of the Counrefs. - 
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So when great Rhea many births had given* 
Such as might govern earth, and people heaven % 
Her glory grew diffus'dy and, fuller known. 
She faw the Deity in every fon : 
And to what God foe'er men altars rais'd. 
Honouring the offspring, they the mother prais*d« 

In fhort'liv'd charms let others place their joys* 
Which (icknefs blafh, and certain age deftroys ; 
Your ftronger beauty Time can ne'er dthcc, 
'Tis (till renew'dy and ilamp*d in all your race. 

Ah ! Wicflcn, had thy art been fo refin'd» 
As with their beauty to have drawn their mind : 
Through circling years thy labours would furvive* 
And living rules to fairefl virtue give. 
To men unborn and ages yet to live t 
'T would ftill be wonderful, and (till be new, 
Againft what time, or fpite, or fate, could do s 
Till thine confus'd ^th Nature's pieces lie, 
And Cavendiih's name and Cecil's honour die. 



A FABLE, from PHiEDRUS, 
To the Author of the Medley, lyio* 

'T^HE Fox an a6lor*s vizard found, 
-^ And peer'd, and felt, and tum'd it round : 
Then threw it in contempt away, 
Aqd thus old Phaedrus heard him fay : 
** What noble part canfl thou fuftain, 
"^hou fpecious head without a brain ?** 
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